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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    “Okay, baby. Don’t wait up for me.” Janet Mason inspected herself in the hallway mirror. She was a knock out. Spike boots up to her knees. Creamy flesh to the short skirt that just barely concealed her thong. Above the waist she wore just a halter top. Her leather jacket would keep her covered until she was at the club, and then it was ‘baby got boobs!’ 
 
    She had fine breasts. Large, perfectly shaped, and on a cold day those nips stuck out like thumbs in the eyeballs. 
 
    Above the neck she was drop dead gorgeous. A wide and generous mouth with full, red lips. Dark eye shadow that gave her the most mysterious eyes since Nosferatu, long lashes, and scintillating eyes, and all surrounded by dark hair that seemed to fall forever and catch the night. 
 
    Johnny stared at her. She unnerved him. She fixed herself up like this once a month, disappeared for long hours, and came back with thousands of dollars. 
 
    He wasn’t a bad looking fellow. Rugged, brown eyes that could express different emotions, and longish hair. Heck, his hair was long enough for a pony tail, though he wouldn’t ever make himself up like that. 
 
    And his torso was slender, but possessed of whiplike muscles. 
 
    Unfortunately, all those handsome good looks were backed up by a jealous nature. 
 
    Where was Janet going? Why wouldn’t she tell him? They had been together for a year, they were planning to get married. He loved her like no other girl he had ever known. He would die for her, and she had this deep, dark secret. 
 
    “How late?” 
 
    “When the cows come home, baby,” she teased him as she passed him in the doorway, smelling of French nights and degraded days. 
 
    “I don’t see why you can’t tell me where you’re going,” he whined. 
 
    “Because I made an agreement. A serious agreement. And it’s nothing bad, nothing that you need to concern yourself with, so…” she shrugged as she picked up her car keys. 
 
    Actually, Johnny knew where she worked. He had followed her last month, and what he had discovered had not reassured him. 
 
    On a dark and lonely street, in a bad part of town, she had gone into a warehouse. He had approached the warehouse later, and had seen the simple sign next to the door. 
 
      
 
    Slaves despair 
 
    Enter here 
 
      
 
    Nothing else. No ‘open 24 hours,’ or ‘no shoes, no shirt, no…blah, blah, blah.’ 
 
    Just a door made of thick and solid looking wood. The doorknob was made of iron. There was no keyhole. And Johnny knew there had to be another entrance. 
 
    Johnny had stepped back, inspected the shabby looking warehouse. 
 
    Brick. Boarded up windows. Posters, old and ragged and ripped, pasted on the side of the building. 
 
    He walked around the building. 
 
    There was a back entrance. A long flight of stairs. The stairs were rickety looking, and the door looked solid. But next to the stairs, a little below the door, maybe reachable if an enterprising fellow wanted to monkey over to it, was a window. 
 
    Not a big window. A small window. Just big enough for a slender man to slide through. And there was no board covering it up. And there was no glass. It was just a black hole in the side of a building. 
 
    And he was going to go into that hole tonight. But first he was going to follow Janet and make sure that was where she was going. 
 
    But he was positive she was. 
 
    She grabbed the doorknob, turned it, and then let go and turned to Johnny. She enveloped him in a massive hug. She didn’t want to kiss him and mess her make up, but she wanted to reassure him. 
 
    “Johnny, it’s just a job. A weird and kinky job, but I’m in no danger, and I’ve signed a very significant non-disclosure agreement. Tell me you understand. Tell me it’s all right.” 
 
    He whispered into her hair, loving the small of her, “Baby, it’s all right. I understand.” 
 
    But, when she closed the door and clicked her heels out to her car, his eyes narrowed. 
 
    It wasn’t all right, and he didn’t understand. 
 
    A woman shouldn’t have secrets from her husband to be.  
 
    And, in the back of his mind, he wondered if she was having an affair. Johnny was a fan of porn, and he went to sites that had dozens of men blasting their cum over big titted women. He marveled at how these women could take all those men, in all of their holes, and then lick all the juicy spunk that issued from all the over-sized cocks. 
 
    Was Janet doing that? Was Janet a cum sucking whore? 
 
    He knew she wasn’t, but he couldn’t stop the images in his mind. He didn’t realize that he had watched too much porn, and that it was affecting his mind. 
 
    He listened, heard her car pipes rattle as she backed into the street, then roar as she drove away. 
 
    Like a human cannonball he burst from the door and ran for his own car. 
 
    Janet drove a Golf. It smoked a little, especially when she started up, and it was easy to find her tail lights, dim behind small clouds when she started up from stop signs and stop lights. 
 
    In the glare of lights from an all night service station he ascertained that it was her. But he knew it was, she was on a direct route for that building in the bad part of town. 
 
    He slowed down a bit, watched her from a hundred yards back. He wasn’t worried about losing her. He knew where she was going. 
 
    He trailed her, careful not to be seen, listening to ‘Nothing Else Matters’ on his car stereo. 
 
    God, he was in love. He had never felt this way. His heart surged when she stepped into his sight. And to actually feel her velvet skin, to suck on her rigid nipples, to kiss those ultimate lips…he had to find out where she was going and what she was doing. 
 
    Janet pulled into a parking lot next to the warehouse. 
 
    Johnny parked down the street. Far enough not to be seen, close enough to see. 
 
    She said hello to a security guard in the parking lot and walked to the single door in the side of the building. It opened before she arrived, and she greeted somebody and stepped into the building, out of Johnny’s sight. 
 
    He sighed. He gripped the steering wheel in frustration. He wanted to bang his head on the wheel. 
 
    What was she doing in there? 
 
    Slaves? Despair? What the fuck was up with that? 
 
    It certainly didn’t sound like some of hoity toity bar where people tipped hundred dollar bills. 
 
    Finally, after a couple of minutes of his own heart wrenching despair, Johnny got out, locked his car, and sauntered down the side of the street. 
 
    The guard in the parking lot glanced at him, then ignored him. Fooled looked to be scratching his nose. 
 
    Johnny walked along the weed grown sidewalk. Man, this was a shabby section of town. Boarded up windows, or just plain broken out. Dented aluminum siding. He passed a tent which was filled with snoring bums. 
 
    He reached the end of the block, he crossed the street, and turned right. From across the street he found a niche and stepped into it. It was dark, and he watched the big warehouse for along minutes. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Nobody. 
 
    The light at the top of the stairs was out. He would be in streetlights for thirty steps, and then he would be in shadows. He could slink alongside the back fence, all in the darkness, then go through a hole in the fence. From there he could monkey up the wooden steps, go int the window, and find out, once and for all, what was going on. 
 
    Still he waited. 
 
    He thought of Janet, and his heart ached. 
 
    In that moment it crossed his mind that he should go home. Forget about it. Trust her. 
 
    But he couldn’t. The jealousy that possessed him wouldn’t let him. 
 
    He stepped out of the nook and crossed the street. He did so slowly, pulling his jacket over himself, trying to look like a homeless person, at least in his gait. 
 
    He reached the other side. There were no cars. No people. He slid along the fence and came to the place where a couple of boards had been broken. He slipped through the hole in the fence and looked around. 
 
    It was dark, the yard was bare, even of weeds, and he had a clear path to the stairs. 
 
    Still, he waited. He didn’t want to be tricked. He didn’t want to be caught. 
 
    Finally, he darted across the small yard and stepped into the shade of the stairs. 
 
    He looked up. The window gaped at him. It was like a mouth forever open, and all he had to do was climb up a couple of struts, and shimmy in the window. 
 
    He took deep breaths. He was breaking and entering, and even though he had a clean record, it was something to think about. 
 
    And he thought again, he should just go home. He didn’t need to know what Janet was doing. 
 
    But he couldn’t.  
 
    He reached up and grabbed a two by four, walked up a slanted cross beam, and did the same for the second two by four. 
 
    The window was two feet away. Easy peasy. All he had to do was step across, put a foot in, sit down, and slide through. He was sure there had to be a floor under the window. And, even if it wasn’t, it wasn’t that high. 
 
    He put a foot out, slithered it in, kept a hold on the stair two by four, then sat down. He couldn’t see inside, but it was okay. He knew it as okay. He would drop in, nose around, then figure a way out. Worst comes to worst, he waits for daylight and walks out when nobody is there. 
 
    He pushed, slithered through the window, and dropped. 
 
    And landed on a floor. 
 
    The boards were old and creaked, but he had managed to avoid any real noise. 
 
    He looked around. 
 
    Now that he was inside, his eyes got used to the darkness and he began to make out shapes. Boxes and crates. looked like a piano in one corner. A couple of things that looked like…pillories? Stocks? Those things they used to lock people in when they got to drunk? 
 
    Huh! 
 
    And, across the room, maybe twenty feet away, was a thin sliver of light. It was the bottom of a door.  
 
    Johnny tip toed across the room. As he came closer to the door he heard noise. A dull rumble. People talking, and laughing, and the sound of ragged blues. Karen Lovely singing about ‘Still the Rain.’ 
 
    He got down on his hands and knees and tried to peer under the door. 
 
    The door was apparently high on a wall. He could see across a platform, a landing, and then across a lot of heads, but that was about all. 
 
    But he could tell that people were partying, and the music was definitely Karen Lovely, and he realized: she was telling the truth! She just tends bar. And these people were just rich people slumming, high tippers, avoiding the spot light. 
 
    He grinned. No more jealousy. What a load off his mind! 
 
    He stood up and looked around. He was in some kind of storeroom, and the only exit was the door he was standing by. Or, maybe there was something behind the big curtain at one end of the room. 
 
    He sauntered to the end of the room, felt the giant curtain, probably from some old time movie house, and found where the two parts of the curtain came together. 
 
    Behind the curtain was a whole ‘nother room. And another curtain on the right. A bigger curtain. And Johny realized he was standing on a stage. 
 
    There was a little more light here, and Johnny walked across the stage. 
 
    In the center of the stage was another pillory. It was about three feet tall, and attached to what looked like a rolling platform.  
 
    Johnny grinned. When he was a boy his father had taken him to a Renaissance Fair. They had had a pillory like this, and some fellow made up like a drunk, his nose all painted red and his hair all askew, had stood in the pillory. The top bar had lowered down on his neck and he stood like a fool. People laughed at him, and some of the younger boys wanted to throw things at him, but a beefy ‘King’s guard’ had foiled that. 
 
    Then, when some windbag was talking about punishment in Merry Olde England, a young lass, all made up and with big boobs, had tip toed behind the windbag and kissed the drunk on the cheek. 
 
    The crowd howled. And the windbag turned around, slowly enough so the girl could skip away. 
 
    Merry Olde England. 
 
    Johnny walked around the the pillory, ran his hand over the wood. It was polished wood, apparently in good use, and nobody wanted to get splinters. It was heavy wood. No way somebody was going to get out of that thing once it was locked! 
 
    Johnny grinned. He put his neck across the center hole. It fit just right. He put his hands in the side holes. He turned his head this way and that, pretending he was struggling. And then images of a big bosomed lass kissing him on the cheek came to him. He smiled, rapturous with the memory, and he must have made some move, shook the thing somehow, and the top bar slammed down. 
 
    It didn’t hurt him. His head was solidly in place, but now he was trapped! 
 
    His eyes opened wide. He tried to raise his head, to push the top bar up, but it wouldn’t move, and Johnny realized what had happened. 
 
    When the top bar had landed the latch on the end had swung down.  He was caught! 
 
    He struggled for a moment, then stopped. There was no way he was going to bully his way out of this, and he tried to imagine what the mechanism that had locked looked like. 
 
    A simple piece of metal with a slot in the end. The slot had fallen over the loop that the padlock goes through. If he could just shake the thing sideways a little, maybe he could swing the latch out from the padlock ring and raise the bar. 
 
    He shifted his weight sideways. The pillory was solid, though, and didn’t move. 
 
    He tried to somehow move his neck against the bar, then he tried to stretch his hand through the hole and reach the latch. 
 
    And he panicked and began struggling. For a long minute he struggled, and then he realized he was just wasting his strength. He was going to need help to get out of this mess. 
 
    But…who would help him? 
 
    If he made noise they would find him. Breaking and entering. At worst, hilarious laughter at the fool who had caught himself. 
 
    Still, what else was there? 
 
    If he didn’t get help, if he didn’t get out of this thing, he would be stuck in it all month! 
 
    He could die! 
 
    And all because he didn’t trust Janet! 
 
    He cursed himself then, and grew smarter. But it was a little late. 
 
    Finally, already feeling a little stiff and sore from being bent over, he made himself relax. He would have to wait until most of the people were gone, then he could call for help. Then he could— 
 
    THE CURTAINS STARTED OPENING! 
 
    A shaft of light sprang across the stage and started widening. 
 
    Johnny felt like somebody was shrieking in his head, he wanted to scream and run. Instead, he just stood mute. 
 
    Fortunately, he had put himself in the pillory the wrong way. He was facing away from the audience. So nobody could see his terribly red face. 
 
    “Hey! I thought you said nobody volunteered this week?” 
 
    The buzz of voices became a roar as the curtain parted further and further. Johnny could tell that everybody was gathering at the lip of the stage and looking at him. 
 
    He choked back tears and waited for somebody to release him. 
 
    “There wasn’t! I don’t know who he is!” 
 
    Somebody clambering on the stage. Footsteps, and a shape walked around to face Johnny. Johnny couldn’t look up. All he could see was a belt buckle, long dark pants, and fancy, old boots.  
 
    “Well, hello. And you are?” 
 
    “I’m Johnny. I’m sorry. I messed up. Can you get me out of here?” 
 
    The man walked to the rear of Johnny. 
 
    “His name is Johnny! Johnny Come Lately!” 
 
    Cheers. People hooting and yelling. Clapping. Then the music died down, and Johnny knew he was the center of everybody’s attention. 
 
    The man circled the pillory and stopped in front of Johnny. 
 
    “Please? Can you let me out?” 
 
    “Well, therein lies the problem, young Johnny Come Lately.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you know what we do here?” 
 
    “I have no idea.” 
 
    “So you never read the sign next to the front door? You never wondered about slavery and despair?” 
 
    “I don’t care what you do. I just want to go home.” 
 
    The man walked around again, stopped to yell at the audience. “He wants to go home!” 
 
    Laughter, jeers, and one voice yelled out, “He wants his mommie!” More laughter. 
 
    The man arrived in front of Johnny again. 
 
    “We have very tight security here. And video cams. And I’ll bet we will see you looking at our sign. And it is obvious that you snuck in. Are you a thief?” 
 
    “No! No! I just want to go home! I’ll never tell anybody about this!” 
 
    The man walked around him again, and this time he yelled to the crowd, “He says he’s not a thief!” 
 
    Laughter. 
 
    He arrived in front of Johnny again. 
 
    “Well, Johnny Come Lately, do you know what we do to thieves?” 
 
    “But I’m not a thief!” 
 
    The man ignored him, he raised his voice so the whole crowd could hear him. “We take down his panties…and we…PADDLE HIM!”               
 
    Cheers erupted as the whole crowd showed its approval. 
 
    “Hey! No! you can’t…You’ve got to let me go!” 
 
    But the man was not listening. He walked towards the audience, stopped behind Johnny, and said, “Does anybody have a pair of scissors? Or maybe just a really, really sharp knife?” 
 
    A moment, and somebody did, and there was more laughter and catcalls. 
 
    Then Johnny felt the man slicing his pants off. 
 
    “Don’t move Johnny Come Lately. It would look terrible on your death certificate, man dies in stocks.” 
 
    Everybody was shouting advice from the crowd now, telling the man to be careful, to not be careful, and when he began slicing Johnny’s pants around the crotch everybody went wild. 
 
    “Cut deeper!” 
 
    “I think you missed something!” 
 
    “It’s harvest time!” 
 
    Johnny was crying now. He was terrified, and was sure that he was in the hands of patients from an insane asylum. 
 
    Then it was over. For the pants. 
 
    “Oh! Look! Underwear! Who would like to tear his underwear off?” 
 
    Several voices rose up, and they all sounded feminine. Then there was the sound of ladies being helped up on the stage, and small hands grabbed his underwear and pulled. 
 
    Johnny wiggled, was ashamed, and the cloth began to rip. Cheers, and the ragged remnants of his underwear were tossed about. 
 
    “Well, now, what do we have here? Is this a butt!” 
 
    “It’s the moon? Are you in love?” Yelled a voice. 
 
    Oh, I am in love. That is without a doubt. What am I bid for this delightful piece of ass?” 
 
    “NO!” screamed Johnny, but the crowd only laughed. 
 
    “One thousand!” 
 
    “Two thousand!” 
 
    The bidding rapidly rose to 20,000 dollars. 
 
    “Wait minute…Johnny, are you a virgin?” 
 
    The audience went silent. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Have you ever felt a choo choo up your poo poo?” 
 
    Laughter, but it was subdued. People were waiting for an answer. 
 
    Johnny blurted, “I don’t swing that way!” 
 
    The man roared out, “Johnny Come Lately doesn’t swing that way! Do you know what that means?” 
 
    “Oh, hell,” shouted a man. “He’s a virgin!” 
 
    “That’s right! Now what am I bid for this delightful and…NEVER SULLIED…piece of ass?” 
 
    “Thirty thousand!” 
 
    “Forty thousand!” 
 
    The bids rapidly rose to 240,000 dollars. 
 
    Johnny’s mouth opened. 
 
    “Only 240 thou? What a mere pittance! For what is obviously the finest piece of ass in the whole western world, and parts of the eastern world, too!” 
 
    “300,000!” 
 
    “Come, come, ladies and gentlemen.” 
 
    Silence. It looked like the bidding was over. 
 
    “I know, let’s have a two for one sale! How many of you ladies brought your dildos?” 
 
    Now the warehouse filled with shouts and screams. It was like being at a rock concert. Johnny wanted to clasp his hands over his head and wish it all away. 
 
    But, of course, his hands were trapped. 
 
    “500,000!” 
 
    “Now we’re getting somewhere! Who’s next?” 
 
    “600,000!” 
 
    “All right! Okay!” 
 
    Then there were no more bids. The man came around to the front and said, “600,000 dollars, Johnny Come Lately. Are you worth it?” 
 
    “Please…please…” Johnny begged. 
 
    The man walked back to his rear. “SOLD! To the man with the big pocket book, and the bigger cock! Come claim your prize, sir.” 
 
    Johnny heard the noise of somebody being helped onto the stage. Soft footsteps, then hands patting his fanny. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. This is going to be good.” Then: “Anybody got any vaseline?” 
 
    Nobody did, and there was much laughter. 
 
    “How you gonna catch the hog if it ain’t greased?” Somebody shouted the misquote. 
 
    A quick conversation behind Johnny, and he picked up enough to understand what they were saying. 
 
    “He’s virgin, I expect him to bleed, but I don’t want to split him in two.” 
 
    “Noble, sir. How about…we need slick liquid…how about if we use sperm?” 
 
    The new man sounded suspicious. “How do I know somebody won’t slip his dick in while we’re juicing him up?” 
 
    “We put the honor system in place.” 
 
    Scoffs. 
 
    “Okay, how about one million dollars if somebody punctures this young man before you. That’s a tidy profit.” 
 
    The man thought for a moment. “Yeah. I guess that could work.” 
 
    Again, the first man addressed the crowd. “We are desperately in need of lubrication, and since none of you had the forethought to bring any lube, we are asking for donations of sperm. To be applied directly to this young man’s ass…BUT!” 
 
    The crowd went silent. “Anybody taking advantage of the moment will be fined one million dollars.” 
 
    Cheers, and several men climbed up behind Johnny. They moved closer to him, and he tried to kick them. 
 
    “Quick, fix his feet.” 
 
    Johnny couldn’t see, and it was easy to grab his ankles, hold them down, and chain them in place. 
 
    Johnny was stuck now. He was sore, he was about to be brutalized, and nobody seemed to care. 
 
    The men crowded behind him, he heard zippers, and then the sound of fapping and hard breathing. 
 
    “God!” Murmured Johnny. “Please!” 
 
    But God wasn’t answering requests on this day, and Johnny felt the first white hot spatters of cum on his ass. 
 
    “Ahh!” groaned a man. 
 
    The liquid trickled down Johnny’s ass crack. 
 
    Another man spurted, and another. 
 
    The crowd, following the action, cheered each semen eruption. Johnny could hear side bets being made as to who was going to shoot their seed on his ass next. 
 
    After five minutes, and a half a dozen creamy spurts, the man who had bought his ass moved up. Johnny felt him fumbling his dick forward. He tried to lock his ass cheeks. 
 
    “Don’t do that, young fellow,” and he slapped Johnny’s ass. Hard. Johnny yelped and the crowd chuckled and watched in rapt fascination. 
 
    “Turn him around!” yelled somebody. 
 
    And, to Johnny’s horror, several men began to wheel the whole pillory around. 
 
    He could see the room. He could hundreds of people watching, and many of them had masks on. Old masks, like some kind of Viennese party. Masks with long noses, like during the plague. Masks that looked like donkey faces. Masks that were nothing but Zorro strips. 
 
    Some of the masks were half masks, covering only the top half of the face, and these masks revealed sharp, white teeth, mouths open in laughter and gaity.  
 
    And all of the masks revealed the bright glitter of excited eyes. 
 
    He felt the man pushing his prick between his buns. It felt like two men were holding his buns apart, making for easier access. 
 
    “Don’t do this!” screamed Johnny. 
 
    Across the room, Janet was working hard. She poured drinks, she smiled, she didn’t mind it when some old fellow would slip a hundred dollar bill in her halter, and let his fingers linger a while. 
 
    Tell the truth, she pretty much ignored the floor show. 
 
    The floor show was a regular occurrence. One of the members of the club would volunteer, he would get a spanking, they would butt fuck him, and everything was hunky dory. The members apparently didn’t mind a little rear door action, everybody was happy, and Janet made more in one night than she made in a month. More than two and even three months. These fellows and gals were big tippers. 
 
    When the curtains had been opened, and somebody had been found in the stocks, Janet had smiled. Somebody had volunteered and not told everybody. 
 
    And when the name ‘Johnny’ was shouted out, she smiled again. She felt sorry for poor, jealous Johnny. Sitting at home and worrying. He was such a catch, and she loved him so much…and she glanced at the figure on the stage, her vision obscured by the crowd moving about, and she thought nothing of it when she saw the figure bent over, getting his pants cut off. She didn’t get enough of a glimpse to recognize Johnny. 
 
    Then the crowd had moved in on the bar, everybody wanted to get a drink and then get close to the stage to watch, and Janet poured drinks and mixed cocktails, and earned her living. 
 
    But, finally, everything died down. Everybody was watching all the men masturbate on this poor fellow’s ass. And shortly a little anal sex would occur, and then they turned the pillory around. 
 
    Janet gasped. It was Johnny! Her Johnny! And she screamed, “JOHNNY!” 
 
    Just as the man shoved his cock into Johnny’s bunghole. 
 
    Johnny heard the scream, but he was too distracted by the invader in his poop chute. He felt his ass give way. It felt like it was splitting apart, then the lubrication worked and the man was inside him. 
 
    Johnny gasped. On one hand, his ass felt like it had just received the ultimate spanking, with a cat of nine tails. On the other hand…it felt…good? 
 
    The man grunted and pulled back, and pushed forward. 
 
    Johnny lurched in the stocks. His eyes were glassy, and he couldn’t believe it. Yes, it hurt, but…but his asshole felt like it was celebrating. 
 
    At last! Yes! It needed something to go the wrong way in it! 
 
    His nerves woke up. The man’s big cock slithered in, rubbing the nerves, sliding along Johnny’s anal walls. 
 
    “No?’ asked Johnny of everybody and nobody. 
 
    People were watching his face, cheering. Talking. Pointing at him. 
 
    All Johnny could do was feel the vast pleasure begin to consume him. 
 
    A woman sat on the stage, scootched over to him on her butt, held a drink to his lips. 
 
    Johnny drank, and behind him the man was getting close. Harder and harder, deeper and deeper, all traces of pain leaving. 
 
    Johnny, as if in a dream, saw Janet pushing through the crowd towards him, somebody else held a glass to him, this one had a straw in it, and Johnny inhaled the contents. 
 
    “Yes…yes…YES!” 
 
    Johnny felt the man’s pecker stiffen, he felt the glorious feeling of warm liquid spattering in his asshole, then Janet was on the stage, sitting in front of him, holding his face with both hands. Crying. 
 
    “Johnny! Johnny!” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” And Johnny began crying. 
 
    The man backed out of his ass, his dick flopped loose, and there was a space between his legs. Johnny felt a vacancy in his asshole. It missed something. 
 
    “Hold up!” yelled the man who had been ‘announcing.’ His big hand reached down into Johnny’s sight and lifted Janet by the upper arm. She rose from his eyesight, and he wanted to reach out to her, grab her, bring her back, but he was secured in the stocks. 
 
    Somebody moved between Johnny’s legs and began fitting a cock to his hole. It was hard, no give to it, and Johnny realized that it must be a dildo. And it felt like a big one. 
 
    “I said hold up,” and the figure between his legs, it felt like a woman, smaller legs and nylons, stopped moving. She held the cock at his back door, but didn’t move forward. 
 
    Johnny waited, and the crowd quieted down and listened. Then the only sound was the sobbing, choking sounds of Janet.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO
  
 
    “Well, friends, it looks like we have a little imbroglio here. Janet, do you know Johnny Come Lately?” 
 
    Janet was snuffling, and she managed to whisper, “He’s my boyfriend.” 
 
    The crowd gasped. A few people laughed. But there was a general air of expectancy. 
 
    “Oh, my. And you have signed a non-disclosure agreement. Yet here is your—“ 
 
    “I didn’t tell him!” 
 
    “What did you tell him?” 
 
    “I just told him I was tending bar for a bunch of rich people.” 
 
    A few people in the crowd were whispering. There were no smiles now, no laughter. Even the lady with the pecker pointing into Johnny’s asshole backed off. 
 
    “Johnny Come Lately, is this the truth?” 
 
    “Yes,” Johnny muttered. 
 
    “So how did you come to crash our little party?” 
 
    “I was jealous. I Followed her. I snuck in the back way, then got caught in this thing.” 
 
    A few titters, but everybody was still listening. 
 
    “Friends! Our rules may not have been broken, but we are compromised. What shall we do?” 
 
    Though the man shouted, he was asking for actual comments. People in the crowd began to whisper. 
 
    “Ishmail!” called the man. “Bring us some drinks, if you would be so kind. Leveticus, if you could push a table and a couple of chairs over here?” 
 
    Shortly a small table was set up next to Johnny. The man and Janet sat down and three drinks were brought. One had a straw, and this one the man held so Johnny could sip. And Johnny did sip. He was embarrassed, his ass felt bad…and good, and he was on display for literally hundreds of people. 
 
    “Well, my friends? Who has an opinion?” 
 
    A male voice called out, “We could simply disappear them.” 
 
    “Kill us?” Johnny blurted. 
 
    “Janet: “You can’t do that!” 
 
    “My dear. If you haven’t noticed, we’re rich. We can do all sorts of things the peasants can’t do. One of the sheep disappearing off the range is easily accomplished. And, I dare say, two sheep might even be easier.” He raised his voice. “I would back such a proposal, except that Janet is a pleasant diversion, and she has kept her word. And young Johnny Come Lately…he’s a clever lad. I have to tell you, in the few short words I have exchanged with him, he has proven to be an agreeable sort. Yes, Ruth?” 
 
    A lady with a sultry voice offered, “if we kill them then the fun is over. And, let’s face it, finding a virgin on the stage provided us with quite a spectacle. I don’t think I have ever seen Leviticus bid so high for a simple piece of ass.” 
 
    The crowd chuckled. Then a voice from behind Johnny. “Whatever happens, I would like to complete my bought and paid for fuck.” 
 
    “Ah, yes. Go ahead. Don’t mind us.”  
 
    The crowd laughed, and Johnny felt the woman step between his thighs again. The big pecker was pushed against his hole, worked around, and slipped in. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    The man lifted Johnny’s head by the hair. The crowd could see the dazed wonderment on Johnny’s face as the woman slowly sawed in and out. 
 
    “How can we kill somebody who is so much pleasure? Eh?” 
 
    For a while the crowd tossed out ideas. Everything from ‘beat them severely and leave them naked in a ditch,’ to keeping Johnny and Janet hostage and making them permanent entertainment. At this last, the man conducting the ‘ceremonies’ cleared his throat. 
 
    “Bronson. You have such a beautiful mind. And you have made me wonder something. 
 
    Johnny was grunting. The woman behind him was pushing into him hard. He could feel plastic balls against his own balls, which were swinging and slapping back. 
 
    “Esther, if you could take a break for a moment, and everybody, listen, this is what I propose.” A complete silence descended on the crowd. Apparently the fellow do the talking  was important, and his words held much weight. 
 
    The woman pushing into Johnny stopped, and Johnny was left with the full feeling of a dildo jutting into his butt, but not doing anything. 
 
    “I propose that we…make them one of us.” 
 
    Silence. Then a guffaw cut off short. Then a few titters, then everybody was roaring with laughter. 
 
    “You’re going to make a peasant into an elite?” yelled somebody. 
 
    “Have you not hard of My Fair Lady?” 
 
    “We’d have to give them money and…educate them?” 
 
    “And you don’t have a million or two stuck in your mattress?” A light chuckle went through the crowd and one wit quipped, “Touche, Rastus.” 
 
    The man turned to Esther. “If you could go back to your duties, I prefer to hear Johnny’s moans and groans while I sip my libation. Speaking of which…Ishmail?” 
 
    Johnny felt the woman start up again, and a sense of wonder enveloped him. He realized that he missed the motion, and he pushed back. 
 
    “Please, let us go,” Janet begged. 
 
    Johnny could tell, from shadows and glimpses, that the man was patting her hand. 
 
    “Tell me, my dear, would you like to be rich? So rich that you never had to take another bath and everybody stilled loved you?” 
 
    There were a few laughs, and some yelled, “Go Mattis!” And Johnny finally had a name to put to the voice. 
 
    Mattis rose to the occasion. He raised his voice. “So rich you can order revolutions at your whim!” Cheers rose in the warehouse. “So rich the president sucks your cock!” 
 
    More cheers, and somebody yelled back, “He sucked mine last week!” 
 
    “So rich you can order life or death at your whim!” 
 
    The yells and cheers were becoming a monster that rose and fell with Mattis’s every word. 
 
    “So rich you can raise a peasant up,” he stood up and lifted Janet’s hand, and she stood up, confused and trembling. He let go of her hand and lowered his palm towards Johnny, “or send them down.” 
 
    Now it was like a rock concert in the big room. Everybody cheering and screaming things at Mattis. 
 
    Mattis held his hands up for silence, and the screams and shouts dwindled, became a deep silence. 
 
    “Friends. Would you bid for these breasts?” He opened his hand in the direction of Janet’s well filled bra. “Lovely Janet has provided us succor in the form of well prepared liquid oblations. She has not objected when we filled her already full brassiere with presents, and she has murmured not a word when we became overly friendly and groped a bit too much. Yes?” 
 
    “Yes!” The crowd roared back. 
 
    “And this young man, Johnny Come Lately, he has wormed through the streets, broken into our abode, and stands for our pleasure. Yes?” 
 
    “Yes!” came back the monstrous roar. 
 
    “So I say that the Gods have brought us these honest, hard working people, and asked…nay, DEMANDED…that we transmogrify them into proper miscreants! Yes!” 
 
    And now the sound was deafening. Johnny would have covered his ears had his hands been available. Janet did cover hers. 
 
    Mattis motioned for Janet to sit. His rabble rousing at a pause, he spoke low and confidently to the crowd. “Then, friends, we have but one thing to do…” 
 
    “What?” asked Janet. Things had gone beyond what she had ever expected. She was supposed to go home with a handful of cash, now Johnny was on the stage, and something was being offered to her. “What is going on?” 
 
    Mattis said, to Janet and to the crowd, “we must sell Johnny and Janet on the idea of learning how to be truly degraded.” 
 
    And, as if on cue, the woman behind Johnny yelled, “YES!” Her body froze in orgasm. Johnny’s eyes were wide, and the crowd, as if they had just witnessed a sign from the Gods, began clapping. 
 
      
 
    The crowd was back to reveling. They were drinking and carousing, the music was playing, Jim Morrison and ‘A Moonlight Ride,’ yet it was relatively silent in the rear of the stage. 
 
    Johnny had been unlocked and helped to stand up. His butthole was oozing cum, and it felt like he had a hemorrhoid. He wanted to scratch his hole, but he was afraid. He was afraid he would be bleeding.  
 
    Three chairs had been placed facing each other, so close that knees almost touched. 
 
    Mattis sat, smiling and relaxed, and watched as Johnny hobbled back to the chairs. Janet was helping him. 
 
    “Careful there, Johnny Come Lately.” 
 
    Johnny sat gingerly, afraid of more pain, and was surprised to find that sitting actually rubbed his poor asshole and gave a slight modicum of pleasure. 
 
    Janet sat down next to him, held his hand, and the two looked at Mattis. 
 
    Mattis lit up a cigarette, his motions were sure and delicate, and mused as he inspected the couple. He was five foot ten, 160 pounds, and his hair was just starting to grey. His nose was slightly curved and he had an Errol Flynn mustache under that nose. He was a handsome man, and a commanding figure. In the world of money he was envied by the rich. In the world of sex he was an authoritative figure of degradation. Which is to say…he drove a Rolls Royce and liked to wrestle with pigs. 
 
    Johnny was looking pretty wild. His hair was mussed, he was sitting tenderly, and his eyes fluttered back and forth. Yes, there had ben a certain amount of pleasure, which pleasure merely served to conflict his morals. 
 
    It was wrong for a man to take it up the ass. And he lived by that, even being a bit of a homophobe. But he had enjoyed the experience, sort of. 
 
    Janet was really worried. She had seen people on the stage. People who were of the crowd, who had been savaged and near ripped apart, taken down from the pillory with bloodied assholes and sobbing. 
 
    She had never wondered who these people were, she had just come across the job, taken it, and went along with whatever happened because, darn it, it filled her purse once a month. All of which indicated a compromise of her own morals. 
 
    “Well, Johnny Come Lately and the Lovely Janet, would you like to be rich?” 
 
    “I don’t understand?” said Janet. 
 
    Johnny was gulping, trying to figure out how to use his voice again. 
 
    “Simple. If you decide to join our club, we will educate you. The choice here is plain, risk our ire, whatever that might be, or put aside your morals, take lessons in degeneration. Learn how to laugh at pain, eat an asshole freshly shat from, fuck who you want when you want, and get rich.” 
 
    Johnny blinked. He had stopped gulping and was following the conversation. When Mattis offered money, he listened.  
 
    Janet was having none of it, but then women usually are of sounder moral fiber than men. 
 
    “Let me explain the actual procedure.” Mattis blew a thin stream of smoke into the air, then smiled at them. “For fifty weeks you will be…how should I say it…you will be our students. You won’t have to work. You will have to learn what we teach. Sometimes that will be finances., or banking, or some other ‘trade,’” He smiled. “Sometimes you will have  to suck a cock, spank an ass, lay in a dungeon all shackled and bound, be beaten or have your sexual organs spanked until you have uncontrollable orgasms.  
 
    “Each of the people you serve, yes, serve, that’s a good word, though inadequate, will have a talent. Some in real estate, some in banking, my own, as I said, is in finance. And somewhere during those 50 weeks you will likely find a talent, a liking for one field or another, and you will be encouraged in that field. 
 
    “Each week a million dollars will be put into an account for you. If you complete the 50 weeks, you will be able to access that account, and you will have the education to make yourself richer than God’s Savings Bonds. You will be educated, you will be one of us, you will have complete access to our network, and to all our advices.” 
 
    “And if we don’t complete the 50 weeks?” asked Janet. Johnny was already counting money in his mind. 
 
    “Then you disappear.” Mattis spoke so conversationally, so nonchalantly, that it was obvious he felt nothing about the idea of killing somebody. 
 
    Both Johnny and Janet blinked at his relaxed manner. 
 
    Ishmail arrived with drinks. Johnny marveled at how he could actually use his hand to hold a glass. Janet took a big gulp. Mattis ignored his drink and just smiled a Cheshire grin. 
 
    “Well, would you like to be rich?” 
 
    “Can we talk about it?” Johnny asked. 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    “By ourselves?” 
 
    “If you wish.” Mattis stood up and wandered away. He began talking to a woman standing on the lip of the stage and ignored Johnny and Janet. 
 
    Johnny swiveled his head towards Janet. “I am so fucking sorry. I should have trusted you. I really fucked up. I got us in this mess.” 
 
    Janet sniffed. 
 
    “But we now have a real problem. We’re going to have to do this.” 
 
    “No way! I’m not going to let a bunch of weirdos do sick things to me! Johnny, you haven’t seen what these people do! Not week after week, like I have.” 
 
    “I know. But we have no choice. If we don’t do it…they ‘disappear’ us.” 
 
    Janet was stopped by that. She had seen cruelty on the stage, and she had heard people talking. At the time she had been more concerned with drinks and the size of her tip jar. Now her complacence was coming back to bite her. 
 
    “Listen, I love you, and you love me, so what does it matter if we have to endure some unpleasant things?” 
 
    “Unpleasant? Johnny, do you realize that you have just been buttfucked?” 
 
    “I can take it.” Then he added the kicker, “If it saves your life.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Janet looked down. She didn’t want to do this. She REALLY didn’t want to do this. She was a moral girl, she had gone to Sunday school when she was a child, she liked to help people, and now she was being asked to be a slave, to be degraded and treated like…like she didn’t know what. 
 
    “Janet? Baby? It’s this or we die!” 
 
    She found her head nodding. Up and down like a death knell. Her thoughts scattered in a buzz, yet focused in a fear so bright she could taste it. 
 
    Johnny called Mattis over. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “We’ll do it.” 
 
    Mattis smiled wanly. He was a smiling man. “Then, if you are serious, simply go put your head back in the stocks.” 
 
    Johnny looked at Janet. He wanted to kiss her, to hold her, to reassure her that they would get through this, and that would have reassured him that they could get through this. 
 
    Instead, acting the man, he stood up. He was still naked, but the semen was dried off, or all done oozing from his butt. His pecker stood out like a tire iron, which was something unexpected. After having been anal-ized he expected to be limp. And this tickled at the underbelly of his ability to realize: did being degraded make him horny? 
 
    Still, horny or not, conflicted or not, he strode across the stage. 
 
    People in the audience stopped what they were doing and watched. Many of them were grinning, but in an almost evil way. 
 
    Johnny stepped up to the pillory and studied it. A simple construction of wood. A few bolts to keep it together. A latch that, once closed, would not open until somebody else opened it. 
 
    In one way, what Johnny did next was the hardest thing he had ever done, but it was also the easiest. He reached up and brought the top bar down. He slipped one hand in, and his head. then he moved his other hand into the second hole, and let the top bar close. 
 
    He heard the metal latch click shut. 
 
    Cheers! An abrupt celebration. And, in a way, Johnny felt this in the back of his mind, an acceptance. 
 
    Then he heard footsteps, and saw Mattiss’s and Janet’s feet come into view.  
 
    Mattis unhooked Janet’s bra, but didn’t take it off. He held the ends together and turned to the crowd. “Friends!” he roared in his stentorian voice, “What am I bid?” And he pulled off Janet’s bra and dropped it on the floor under Johnny. 
 
    Johnny stared at the bra. He recognized it. He had taken that bra off her many times and enjoyed her exquisite charms. Now he was staring at what had been a doorway to pleasure, a holder of bounties, a barrier to his lips and mouth, and knowing that , in a sense, he had just given her away. 
 
    Tears began to well in his eyes. 
 
    “Ten thousand!” 
 
    “Twenty thousand!” 
 
    Within a trice the bids were over a hundred thousand dollars. So much money, yet Janet stood with her head down, feeling like a slave on the block. Her head was down, her hair draggled over her face, and she was ashamed and blushing furiously. And her breasts, her breasts were large, and Mattis held one up for the crowd to see. 
 
    “Observe, the fruits of innocence!” 
 
    Over two hundred thousand. He stepped behind Janet, made her pull her shoulders back. He brushed her hair out of her face. He made her stand as if she was proud. 
 
    “My dear,” he whispered in her ear, “When you have what you have…flaunt it.” 
 
    She tried. In spite of the doom and dread descending on her, she tried to look proud. She succeeded in presenting a weak defiance, but that was all. The crowd, however, didn’t mind it; they loved it. 
 
    They knew this girl. She had poured them drinks and laughed at their jokes, and didn’t even object when they got a little too frisky when depositing bills in her bra. With this familiarity on her side, the crowd loved her, lusted for her, and combined with the spirit of the proceedings…three hundred thousand dollars. 
 
    Next to Janet Johnny grunted, but she avoided looking at him, even though her heart was breaking. 
 
    A big fellow with a hairy chest and a stubby cock was stuffing his meat into Johnny’s rear. His eyes were rolled back and he chugged away like a choo choo. 
 
    Four hundred thousand dollars. 
 
    Mattis raised a hand and the crowd quieted. “She’s a virgin!” 
 
    Even Janet was surprised by that, he was so obviously lying. The crowd loved being lied to, however. They cheered as if she really was, and yelled encouragement to him. 
 
    “Tell us!” Somebody screamed. 
 
    Mattis went into pitch mode. He raised his voice and said, “Maybe she’s not a complete virgin, but, I guarantee, she’s had only the smallest of cocks!” 
 
    Everybody laughed. 
 
    Mattis: “Yes?” 
 
    “YES!” was roared back at him. 
 
    Six hundred thousand dollars. 
 
    Johnny felt the cream shoot into his ass. It was warm, and he loved the way it made him feel. His ass just got so ooshy squooshy. 
 
    The chubby man backed out and another man took his place. 
 
    “SOLD! Seven hundred thousand dollars to the man with love in his heart and an iron rod in his pants!” 
 
    Mattis whispered to Janet, “You brought in more than Johnny. You are truly a delicious treat, my dear.” 
 
    A tall man, his cock already hanging out of his pants, came to the stage. He jumped out, his dick flopping. It was hard and long, longer than Johnny’s, but not as thick. He took Janet’s hand and led her back into the darkness of the stage. 
 
    Johnny saw her legs move past, out of his sight, and he mourned, as best he could. He was actually preoccupied with the grunting, shoving pecker deeply embedded in him. 
 
    And, a squirt. A thick stream of hot white. He moved his ass. Odd, he wasn’t sure how he should move to make the best of a situation, but his wiggle was appreciated. A big hand slapped his buttocks and the man moved away to make room for another. 
 
    In Johnny;’s mind: Fifty million dollars! 
 
    Suddenly, as if he had heard Johnny’s thought, Mattis squatted next to him. He had a large vase in his hands. It was light green, dirty, probably just a stage prop, and Johnny stared at it. 
 
    “Just a taste, Johnny Come Lately. A token, to let you know how serious we are. It will fill, and I will put it aside for you, for the end of a year.” 
 
    Then Mattis stood up and walked away. Johnny heard him bantering with people as he faded in the distance and was absorbed by the crowd. 
 
    And he watched the vase. 
 
    Somebody came up and tossed a penny in it. There were a lot of laughs, and people jeered, and the donater insulted back, and then he put a hundred dollar bill in the vase. 
 
    Johnny stared at the vase, at the bill. Crumpled up and not very clean. A hundred dollars. 
 
    The man in his ass groaned and deposited another load into Johnny’s rectum. Johnny felt the scum oozing down his thigh. He looked at…three hundred dollar bills. Four. Five. Several fifties in a wad. More hundreds. Nothing less than a fifty. 
 
    Another man positioned himself between Johnny’s legs. Another prick surged forward into his depths. He grunted. He was getting used pretty hard now, but he tried to hang on to the pleasurable parts of being gang raped. 
 
    Except, he had stepped into this himself. He wasn’t being raped, just used. For their pleasure For his pleasure, if he could find it. 
 
    More hundreds. 
 
    People yelling and drinking and losing clothes in the big room. 
 
    A woman cams and sat down next to him. He couldn’t see her, but he could feel her. She grabbed his cock and started stroking. 
 
    Another man squirting, more bills. 
 
    He felt like squirting himself. The woman’s hands were talented, but she stopped when he was close. She stopped, and giggled, and waited…then she stroked again. 
 
    And suddenly, horny, filled with cum, desperate to cum himself, Johnny had a thought: Janet? 
 
     
 
    The man led Janet into the semi-darkness of the stage. He was fondling his prick as he strode through the darkness, and he moved so fast he was almost dragging her. 
 
    “Here’re some rugs. Better than the floor, eh?” And that was the end of his foreplay. 
 
    He kicked a small roll of rug so that it unfurled. He laid her down, pulled off her thong, and stuck his cock in her. 
 
    Janet gasped. She had not had many men, and the ones she had had had been gentle, caring. This man, for his expensive clothes and the claim that he was richer than ‘God’s Savings Bonds,’ was crude, impatient, and harsh. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” he grunted, pushing hard. His dick slid up high and fast, filled her up, and it was so different than Johnny’s or any other man’s she had ever had. 
 
    But, then, every cock is different, if one has the sensitivity to accurately estimate the depth of the plunge, the heat of the walls, the smack of the balls on the ass. 
 
    He ravaged her then, and she had a thought of poor Johnny, putting up with dicks assaulting him. Poor Johnny, who had never felt a man’s cock, let alone up his ass. 
 
    “Better move a little, bitch,” and the man slapped her tits. 
 
    Janet lurched up, placed one arm over her tits. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s it!” 
 
    That was the moment that Janet realized she was in for the ride of her life. This man, this pencil-dicked man, was inadequate, and he knew it, so he made up for it with bravado and cruelty. 
 
    “Fuck me back, bitch!” he moaned, slamming into her, bouncing her ass off the rugs. 
 
    “Fuck you!” snarled Janet, feeling the reality of the emotion. She hadn’t wanted to be fucked. She didn’t want to be in this mess, and the anger suddenly spurted out. 
 
    “HAH! I knew I had you pegged right.” 
 
    “You? With your skinny dick!” She grabbed hair on his chest and pulled. 
 
    “OWWW!” he howled. One hand went to his chest, but in the darkness, though he had felt pain, because he had felt pain, the man grinned. His teeth were a slice of sword in the dimness of the back stage. 
 
    “That’s it, bitch!” He picked her up then, turned her over, and she scrambled to get her hands and knees under her. 
 
    He slapped her ass and made a ‘yippee!’ sound and plowed into her. 
 
    The position was unfamiliar to Janet. Johnny had done doggy style with her before, but never with this ruthlessness, this savagery. 
 
    “You fucking asshole!” screamed Janet. 
 
    “Fuck your asshole!” He pulled out, and he was slippery and slimy from her juices, and he shoved it up her poop chute. 
 
    Janet gave way. The violence pushed her down, his weight body slammed her, his dick belly flopped her. 
 
    She grunted, lost her breath, and tried to figure out what to do. But she didn’t have to do anything. He did it all. He had her flattened out, at his mercy, and he sank his weight straight down into her rump. 
 
    She had never taken it up the asshole, and to be taken in this violent fashion, it was more than she could stand. She screamed. Her scream was heard in the big room, but, except for a few glances, nobody cared. 
 
    And he kept shoving into her, bruising her, making her orifice bigger and more gaping. 
 
    Now anger was gone from Janet. Now she felt the truth of the sad condition of being totally under the thumb, or the cock, of somebody else. 
 
    She lay there, unable to move, tears streaming from her eyes. 
 
    Then, suddenly, the man backed off. He pulled out, and he grabbed her and spun her around.  
 
    “Sit up,” he snarled. 
 
    Janet sat, in the dim light her mascara was trickling down her cheeks. She was dusty on the front of her body from the rug.  
 
    He stood in front of her and presented his cock. 
 
    It stuck into her face, long and hard, with bits of brown on it. 
 
    “Clean it off. Suck it.” 
 
    He grabbed her head and pulled it forward. She forced herself to open her mouth, and she felt the sickening taste of her own feces as she cleaned him off. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. “Now we’re fucking.” 
 
    But Janet didn’t think so. They weren’t fucking, they were brutalizing, they were degrading, and Janet suddenly realized some of what Mattis had told them. And she finally had a vision, a true vision, of what waited for her and Johnny for the next year. 
 
    She had seen Johnny being fucked, and her heart had broken. Now, being so cruelly use herself, her heart was more than broken. It was shattered. Destroyed. Rendered obsolete. 
 
    And the man came. He held the sides of her head and lurched and throbbed and…pumped. 
 
    She felt his slime course down her throat, and she gagged, but he wouldn’t let her go. He just kept spewing his seed into her. 
 
      
 
    End of the night. Johnny stood up next to the small table. He didn’t feel like sitting. 
 
    Janet sat and held to the table with her hands. Her head was down, she was crying. 
 
    Mattis watched patiently. “The first time is always the most difficult,” he observed. “Don’t worry. It will get better. It will even get sublime. But you’ll have to earn it.” 
 
    “Earn this…this degradation?” Janet stared at him. Her eyes were thousand yard eyes. She had been in the worst kind of combat a woman could be in. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” said Johnny. 
 
    Mattis chuckled. Then, “It will help if you hug each other.” 
 
    They blinked and looked at him. In a way, it was the thing they desired least. They were tired of human contact. Yet, in a way, it was the thing that would benefit them the most. The comfort of love, the feel of some one who actually cared. 
 
    Janet stood up. She moved slowly, hesitantly. 
 
    Johnny moved forward slowly. He, too was timid. They were almost afraid of touching each other. They had been sacrificed to the Gods of filth, and they felt filthy, and yet…now started, they couldn’t stop themselves. And then they were hugging, holding, trying to get closer than flesh would allow. And they cried, and sobbed, and felt each other sobbing and shuddering and shaking. 
 
    Mattis watched approvingly. After a long couple of minutes, minutes in which they couldn’t stop themselves from purging themselves of the dirt that had been done to them, Mattis spoke: “It will be a long year. Sometimes you will be apart. Sometimes you will see each other. you won’t be allowed to fuck each other. Things will be done to you, and you will do things you never imagined. But, in the end, you will have each other. If you survive. If your spirits can endure and hold to the truths within you. 
 
    Johnny and Janet stared at the older man. 
 
    Then Janet asked, in a low voice, “Why do you do this? Why do you hurt people and…and treat them this way?” 
 
    Mattis regarded her with amusement. “My dear, the time between birth and death, it is yours to do with as you wish. How can you ask?” 
 
    “But I do ask! To hurt people. To treat them with such contempt. It is..it is…” words failed her. 
 
    Mattis was openly grinning now. He said, “Janet, Johnny come Lately, I used to ask myself that very question, way back when I was but a tadpole. And I finally figured out the answer.” 
 
    they watched him. 
 
    “I do what I do because it is fun. If you can live a life where you can transmute pain into pleasure, where you can find pleasures from sources others deem irredeemable, then you have found paradise on earth. Of course, I don’t expect you to believe me.” 
 
    They waited. He wasn’t done. 
 
    “I expect you to find out for yourselves.” 
 
    It wasn’t much of a sop, and all they could was stand and stare at Mattis. 
 
    “Well, then, fun and games are over for the night. You’ll be coming home with me for a week. Are you ready?” 
 
    They weren’t, but they had to be, so they both nodded, and Mattis led them out of the warehouse. 
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    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    “I shot a man once.” 
 
    The Rolls Royce was rolled smoothly over the pavement. Rocks were absorbed by the tires, potholes by the suspension, and absolute silence, except for the tick of the dash clock, was the word of the day. 
 
    Mattis was relaxed as he drove, at home with the engineering, one with the machine. He was a slender man, but whip strong. He had a slightly curved nose, an Errol Flynn mustache, and his eyes were set a bit too close. They were predatory. 
 
    Janet sat in the front seat. She was wearing nothing. Her creamy skin was bruised, her hair was wild and wouldn’t respond to the simple combing of her fingers. She was a stunningly beautiful woman with dark hair, lips that were plump, but now were bruised and swollen. Too much kissing, hard kissing. Savage kissing, kissing meant to satisfy the kisser, and the hell with the kissee. 
 
    Johnny was in the back seat. He slept the sleep of the dead, and at one point in the evening, he had wished he were dead. The endless number of large cocks assaulting his most private part, he slept, a puddle of exhausted sexuality. 
 
    “I meant to shoot him. Truth is, I meant to kill him. I had killed before, in the war, you know.” 
 
    Janet didn’t know, but talk of shooting and killing unnerved her. She felt so vulnerable. She had been made love to by a dozen men, and a half a dozen women, and while she faired better than poor Johnny, she was lost in the misery of trying to deal with what was happening to her. 
 
    “But this was meant to be a cold blooded killing. Could I kill somebody without remorse? Without the benefit of the heat of battle. Could I simply execute somebody, commit the moral outrage, and go on with my life as if nothing had happened?” 
 
    Janet watched the trees passing the car. The ride was so smooth it was if they were stationary and the trees were moving. Every once in a while they would pass through a wisp of fog, cutting through the swirling mist like it was an insubstantial marble cake. She thought about all the men that had taken her. Penetrated her. They had even taken her rectum. One man had laughed while he placed a thumb in her ass and two fingers in her cunt. He had half lifted her, causing pain. Not too much pain, these people seemed to know how much was too much, and how much was too little. And the pain had excited him, made him erect, and then he had filled her. 
 
    Was he so jaded he needed pain to function? Or was he just psychopathic, loving pain because he could? 
 
    “Anyway. The man I chose to shoot looked at me. He was lying on his side, sort of fetal, and he was tightly bound. And I knew I could do it. I could pull the trigger of the gun, it was a Desert Eagle and would have left nothing but ribbons of blood and tatters of flesh, but…but something held me back.” 
 
    Johnny moaned in the back seat, a deep guttural sound, primordial, a cry for help, or maybe just understanding as to why the world had turned upside down and left him in such sad condition. 
 
    Janet risked motion, was spurred to turn and peek over the seat. Johnny’s eyes were clenched. Now who would sleep with their eyes clenched as tight as knuckle whitened fists? 
 
    “I realized, then what it was. Expediency. It wasn’t that I had morals…I was just too efficient to waste him, and a bit of myself. Isn’t it odd to think of one’s soul in terms of expediency?” 
 
    Janet looked at him. His sharp face lit by the dash lights. The way he held the wheel with one hand and guided them through the forest, through the wilds, with one desultory hand. 
 
    “Since that time I always think in terms of expediency. When we had poor Johnny Come Lately in the pillory—imagine my surprise…and delight—I first thought of slitting his throat. The way we used to hang pigs in The Philippines. One slice and watch the blood drip into a pail. But expediency held my hand. 
 
    “Who was this who had searched me out, had come to my door, had offered themselves to me? Was it expedient to simply gut him? Or was he there for a reason. Do you think there is a reason for life, my dear?” 
 
    Janet was frozen. She had risked motion, and now he was talking to her. She was the mouse, bruised and trapped and waiting for the scythe of the claws, and here they came.  
 
    “Speak up now. You’re safe with me, except for the pleasure.” He laughed. “Have you ever had pleasure so intense it hurt?” He glanced at her, took his eyes off the ribbon of road and took her in with those eyes that held…amusement? “Do you think there is a reason for life?” 
 
    Janet turned her head, it was like a slow motion ratchet. “I used to.” 
 
    “Used to?? Did you become disillusioned? Do you believe we are all billiard balls, waiting to collide into each other? Nothing but the impact of hard sex, or the fall into a loose pussy?” 
 
    “I…I don’t…” 
 
    “Ah, here we are. We can continue this conversation later, my dear. Poor Johnny needs a bit of sleep. Maybe even a stitch or two on his poor asshole. So you shall entertain me tonight.” 
 
    They had come to a small gravel lane and Mattis turned onto it. The Rolls passed within inches of thick brush for maybe ten seconds, then came to a large iron gate. To the sides of the gate ten foot walls made of stone stretched. The gate swung back, Mattis timed it perfectly and slipped the big car between the iron and the stone with scant inches to spare. 
 
    They rolled down a long curving drive. Ahead of them was a large mansion. It was four stories high with tall windows evenly spaced. Two chimneys for two hearths. Curved tiles on the roof. In the darkness it appeared to be earthy toned in color. A man dashed out from the house as the Rolls rounded a small horseshoe and came to a stop. 
 
    “Sir,” the foot man said. He was naked, except for something shiny in his crotch. Janet stared across the seat, over Mattis lap, and tried to figure out what the thing was. 
 
    “Good evening, Renfrew. All quiet on the western front?” 
 
    “The children are nestled.” 
 
    “Clement Moore. Nice try. Johnny Come Lately is in the back. Have Morris attend to him, then place him in a dungeon. Oh, give him a blanket. He’s newbie.” 
 
    “Very good, sir.” 
 
    Mattiss was standing next to the car now. He stretched, reaching his hands up and swayed back and forth like a tree in the wind, then he turned and looked at Janet, still huddled on the passenger seat. “Come, my dear. The night is young.” 
 
    Janet opened the door gingerly, then stepped out. 
 
    It was nippy, and she shivered, and her nipples stood up. She was standing on gravel and she wore no shoes. Indeed, she had nothing on, not a stitch, not a sock. She was naked and possessed as much as a new born baby does when he enters the world. She turned and watched as Renfrew opened the rear door, woke Johnny, and helped him out of the car. 
 
    “What…where are we?” Johnny looked around blearily. He saw Janet on the other side of the car. “Janet?” 
 
    “Come along, sir,” murmured Renfrew, getting under Johnny’s arm and guiding him across the gravel. 
 
    “Janet? I need to talk to Janet!” 
 
    But Renfrew was strong, and Johnny was weakened, and the servant helped him across the drive towards, past Janet, and towards the front door. He limped, and his penis, abused but never let to cum, stuck out in front of him. 
 
    “It’s okay, Johnny!” Janet called. Then, softer, she whispered, “It’s all right.” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” Mattis was standing next to her. 
 
    She looked up at him. He was regarding her with a slice of amused smile. Arrogant, sure of himself, in charge. 
 
    “And now, if you don’t mind, I shall do something that I love to do, but have so little opportunity.” 
 
    “Wha—“ 
 
    He bent into her in a kind of a squat and threw his arms around her waist and picked her up. Fireman’s carry. She yelped at the suddenness of it, and she even struck his back a couple of times with her fists. But she was helpless. He was strong, he had moved quickly, and now her breasts hung down his back, feeling the smooth cut of his jacket. Her hair straggle over her eyes. She felt sick inside, yet there was nothing to do for it. 
 
    Mattis strode across the gravel, his expensive, Italian loafers making crunching sounds. He said: “You may struggle a little, if you wish, but let me tell you what I like. Or, rather, what I don’t like.  
 
    “If you struggle too much I have to work too hard. I become impatient. I become irritated. That is the point at which I become less than expedient. And make no mistake, my dear, though I didn’t shoot that man, I did cut his ear off, and I do have a mean streak in me. 
 
    “And if you struggle too little there is no work, and I become bored. I often wonder which is worse, my temperament when I am irritated, or my state of mind when I am bored. Let’s not decide the issue.” 
 
    He stepped up a short couple of steps, which jounced Janet, and her midriff was dug into by his bony shoulder. She was having a hard time breathing, and this didn’t help. 
 
    It was warm inside the mansion, and a naked woman was scurrying in front of them, turning on lights, looking back at them as if to divine which way the master would trod. 
 
    The master decided to go up stairs. He ran up the stairs, Janet bouncing on him. She tried to breath, slapped at his back in protest, then they were walking down a long hallway. 
 
    Janet lay on his shoulder, hunching and trying to breath, and the hallway unfolded as if she was a rear view mirror. The rich rug grew behind them. Tables held vases with fresh cut flowers came into view. They passed doors, between which were oil paintings. Most themes on the paintings were of nakedness and debauchery. 
 
    Suddenly, Mattiss stopped and turned to a wall. 
 
    “Hello, my dear,” he stepped forward close to the wall and made a kissing sound. 
 
    Janet was confused. What was he doing. 
 
    He backed up a step, and continued his passage down the hallway. Janet saw a painting on the wall. It was of a naked woman, her legs spread and showing her junction. The pussy was mouth high, and Janet realized that was what Mattiss had kissed. 
 
    “That was my wife. Dora. She passed many years ago, but I still miss her irreverence, her way of dismissing the world even while embracing it. 
 
    He turned into a bedroom. A VERY large bedroom. 
 
    A wall with whips and dildos on it. Weird looking devices thrown in a corner. A table with projections for the arms and legs, and straps at the ends of the projections. He threw her on the bed. 
 
    Just leaned forward and flung her. She couldn’t help but scream, and then she bounced on her back. 
 
    Mattis left her there for a moment. He walked to a stereo set up sitting on a long chest of drawers. 
 
    “I love Pink Floyd.”  
 
    She couldn’t see past him, but it was obvious he was turning on music. Suddenly the sounds of ‘The Division Bell’ filled the room.The first cut, ‘Cluster One.’  
 
    Janet was on her elbows now, watching Mattiss, wondering what new cruelty he was going to impose on her. 
 
    He turned to her, ever present smile slanted on his smug face. “Shower is over there,” he pointed to a far door. “Then you may sleep. Would you like some food sent…yes, I will just have a tray sent up, and you may eat it or not, if you wish to sleep I understand.” 
 
    “What…what is going to happen?” 
 
    He came to her then. He stroked her bare leg. His eyes filled with lasciviousness desires. He said, “What do you think is going to happen?” 
 
    “You are going to fuck me?” she said it rudely, showing a bit of defiance, but only a bit. She was committed to this terrible bargain. 
 
    He chuckled. “Oh, yes, I will. And sometimes it is wonderfully awful to fuck somebody when they are tired, exhausted, helpless, and have already been abused past the point of…their expectations. 
 
    “But I have great plans for you. Your entry into this journey will be pleasant, though I dare say the rest of the journey may not be. 
 
    “So, no, my dear, I am not going to fulfill your fantasies of rape.” 
 
    Her mouth opened. Her fantasies? How could he… 
 
    He held up a palm, continued stroking her bare thigh. Familiarity had lessened her desire to kick free of his touch. “Yes, your fantasies. You knew not what to expect, and you generated the thought. Oh, I know, considering the situation and this room and it is only appropriate that you have a rape fantasy. But…it is still your fantasy. 
 
    “I do not have a fantasy, I have a future. And, yes, my future includes plunging my delightful and over-sized cock to the hilt inside your wonderful pleasure palace. 
 
    “But, though it is sometimes fun to spring surprises upon visitors, you are not just a temporal visitor, spending a night of debauchery for fun and profit. You are a plan, a scheme in the Gods’ eyes. And I would educate you, allow you a bit of breathing space so that you may be apprised, and properly appreciate what is to happen to you. 
 
    “But, don’t get me wrong. After a few hours I will come to you, and I will have you. And you will be in a better frame of mind, a more accepting frame of mind. Rape will become lust, torture will become tickles, and you will begin to ponder whether God has a plan for you. 
 
    If I was just to foist myself on you, then you would never entertain thoughts of God. You would become a victim, bemoaning your fate, wondering why life has done this to you. 
 
    “No, my dear, if you wish to survive, you must not become a victim. You must become a victor, and I will help you. Aren’t you glad that I am helping you?” 
 
    The expression on Janet’s face was a delightful shift of expectations. No hope, wonderment, surprise, even curiosity. All of which bolstered Mattiss’s arguments. 
 
    “Now then, do what you wish, though I wouldn’t suggest masturbation,” he laughed outright, so delighted with himself, “and sometime in the night I shall sneak into you with my dripping cock.” 
 
    He turned and started to leave the room, then stopped and turned back to her. Oddly, this was the first time she had a chance to actually observe him in motion. Always before he had been in the midst of a crowd, or sitting, or driving, or her on his shoulder so she couldn’t see. She was surprised at how lithe and graceful he was. 
 
    He reminded her of Fred Astaire. 
 
    “One thing, just to let you know, I never cum. If you can make me cum I will add one million dollars to your, uh…eventual fee?” he raised his eyebrows. “Is that a good way to state it?” 
 
    “You don’t cum?” 
 
    “Oh, heavens no. One squirt and done? Not for this little lad. I’m in it for the long haul.” 
 
    Chuckling, he turned and did leave the room. 
 
    Janet sat on the bed for a long minute. She stared around the room, taking in the instruments of pleasure. Butt plugs, weird shaped dildos, whips. 
 
    And the table, the straps dangling off the extensions, looking so used it was burnished in spots. 
 
    A man, Renfrew, entered the room. He moved quickly and set up a tray with a plate on it. The plate had strips of cold beef, slices of watermelon. A cube of cheese. A round glass of apple juice. 
 
    She stared at his groin. 
 
    He looked at her, noticed, and when she realized she was caught and looked at him. 
 
    “It’s a chastity device. I am not allowed sexual pleasure. Except for my asshole, of course.” 
 
    Janet was soothed by his non committal way of speaking. He had no dog in the race, and she actually felt compelled to speak, to have human contact. 
 
    “Do you live here?” 
 
    “I am Master Mattiss’s property.” It was an oblique answer, saying everything, and saying nothing.” 
 
    “Will there be anything else?” 
 
    “No…yes. “What do you…are you always naked?” 
 
    Master has a distaste for clothes. Except for fine lingerie, or articles of bondage, or…” he motioned towards his crotch with one gentle hand. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    He smiled at her, his eyes asking how he could be of service, and when there was no response he turned and left the room. 
 
    Janet stared at the food. It was cold, not much smell, but the sight of it was delicious. Man does not live by smell alone. Then she noticed the note with a red pill on it. 
 
    She picked the pill up and looked at the paper. Neat cursive stated: 
 
      
 
    There is no choice, for you have already made your choice.  
 
    Now you must figure out what your choice means. 
 
    Take the red pill. 
 
      
 
    Mattiss 
 
    Janet picked up the red pill. She held it in her thumb and forefinger and turned it. 
 
    Round. No edges. No letters indicating what it was or its origin. 
 
    She put the pill down. 
 
    She picked up a thin slice of beef and put it to her mouth. Then she stopped and placed a hand over her mouth. Her lips were bruised. Yet she was hungry.  
 
    Gently, gingerly, she slid the meat past her lips and teeth. Then she chewed softly, used lots of saliva, and managed to swallow the meat. 
 
    It was delicious. But she expected no less of Mattis. He drove a Rolls. He had naked servants. He was a connoisseur of life, with all its joys and degradations, and he didn’t seem to prefer one end of the spectrum over the other. 
 
    She ate slowly then, and her mind was sort of blank, just accepting the feel of nourishment in her body, and always she stared at the red pill. 
 
    Red…an unpleasant truth in the Matrix. But what did it mean here? 
 
    She entertained thoughts of poison, an unpleasant way out of the terrible straits she was in. 
 
    But she knew it wasn’t poison. Mattiss was in it for ‘the long haul,’ after all. 
 
    Eating done, she stared at the pill. 
 
    He would know if she took it or not. 
 
    What would he do if she didn’t take it? 
 
    Scold her? Spank her? Shoot her? Laugh? 
 
    No, he wouldn’t laugh. He had depths, and those depths were scary. Whippings and beatings kind of scary. 
 
    Then, without thought, her mind made up in some manner she didn’t understand, she swallowed the pill.  
 
    A last gulp of apple juice. 
 
    She sat there then, and wondered what she had done. She entertained visions of an acid trip. But she didn’t think that was it. 
 
    No. Mattiss was more nefarious than that. Whatever was in the pill, it would be a rude slap in the face the likes of which she never imagined. Of this Janet was sure. 
 
    Then, thoughts of the pill and what it would do slowly meandering through her mind, Janet took a shower, and she was so tired she was almost sleeping under the hot spray. 
 
    Finally, hair wet and wrapped in a towel, she slid under the covers and slept. 
 
      
 
    Mattiss walked down the steps, as he had so many times before, and enjoyed the sight of the dungeons spreading out before him. 
 
    A large corridor behind an iron grate. On the sides of the room were individual cells. At the far end of the corridor was another door, and this door led to a St. Andrews Cross, serious whips and tongs and other tools of torture. And no windows, not even a spyhole, for the delightful sound of screams to seep from. 
 
    He walked down the corridor, his feet feeling the cobblestones. He was hungry, but he wanted to check on Johnny Come Lately. 
 
    He found Johnny in the third cell on the right. He was sleeping on a ledge. He was on a blanket, and covered by another. 
 
    Mattis walked over to him, looked down him. He could see that Johnny’s eyes were closed, but they were no longer flinching in sleep. Of course. Johnny was a hearty, young man. He would recover quickly, and be ready for more before he knew it. 
 
    Mattis leaned down then, brushed Johnny’s hair back, revealed the handsome but rugged features. He kissed Johnny lightly, on the temple, and Johnny muttered something indecipherable.  
 
    Mattis exited the dungeon and went to the kitchen. The maid was there, cleaning up after preparing a small plate for Janet. She was naked, had large tits, large breasts being a preference of Mattiss. Her buttocks were firm and round, quite delicious. 
 
    Then, some intuition, certainly no sound from Mattiss, the maid turned. 
 
    “Master,” she curtsied. “May I be of service?” 
 
    “Good evening, Mamie. I would like a bite to eat. And a table.” 
 
    “Of course, sir.” 
 
    She went to the refrigerator and took out a plate of the sliced beef that Janet had enjoyed. She quickly prepared a sandwich, the bread cut thin, lots of mayonnaise, just the way Mattiss liked it. 
 
    She placed handed the plate to Mattis, then turned and bent over. She placed her hands on a counter to help support herself. Her breasts hung down a foot, long, pointy missiles, and her back was perfectly flat. 
 
    Mattiss placed the plate on Mamie’s back. He unzipped, chastized himself for being too lazy to get fully undressed, and placed his erect penis at her back door. 
 
    “May I ask for a bit of mayonnaise? Master?” 
 
    Mattiss was in his own thoughts, what those thoughts were, exactly, he didn’t know, but her request actually surprised him. 
 
    “Oh, of course.” 
 
    The jar of mayonnaise was on the counter. Mamie managed to reach it without moving her back, and opened it. She placed her fingers in the jar and picked out a glob of white cream. She reached past her pendulous tits and slathered the cream into her hole. Both holes. One never knew what the Master preferred. 
 
    “Thank you, Master.” she screwed the lid back on the jar even as Mattis stuck his prick in her and did his own screwing. 
 
    “Unh!” she grunted. Mattiss was big, and his prick widened her rim, he had chosen her butthole. 
 
    He pulled back, and she felt the excruciating sensation of her nerves being rubbed the wrong way…the right way. The wrong way rightly. Or the right way wrongly. 
 
    “Do you believe in God? Or Gods? Mamie?” He took a small bite of the sandwich and chewed it thoughtfully. 
 
    “Certainly, sir.” 
 
    “Now, Mamie, there is a time to appease me, and there is a time to be heard.” 
 
    “Well, sir, I think there’s something. A power. A…larger spirit.” 
 
    “A larger spirit,” he mused, driving his prick into her depths. The analogy of searching in her crevice for God with his penis was not lost on him. “Not some old fellow with a long beard throwing lightening bolts on unsuspecting Democrats?” 
 
    Mamie giggled. 
 
    Mattiss felt her pussy walls jiggling against his cock when she laughed. 
 
    “Do that again.” 
 
    “Sir?” 
 
    “Laugh.” 
 
    “He he he!” 
 
    But it wasn’t real. For Mattiss, it had to be real. 
 
    Chewing on another bite, enjoying the taste of the beef, it must have been a happy cow, he reached down and tickled Mamie’s ribs. 
 
    Now she laughed. And now Mattiss felt her innards tickle the sides of his penis. 
 
    “Ah, yes.” 
 
    He tickled her some more, digging his fingers into her ribs. 
 
    “Ha! Ha! No, sir! Please!” She was shaking, trying to hold still. 
 
    “Don’t let my dinner fall, Mamie, or I shall whip you.” 
 
    “Yes, Master! No, Master! I won’t let it fall!” 
 
    But she was laughing hard now, and struggling to keep here back flat. 
 
    Mattis chuckled as he watched the plate teeter perilously close to the  edge of her back. He pushed his prick in, finding himself being compromised between fucking and tickling. 
 
    Finally, he stopped. Mamie was crying with laughter now, but she had held her position. 
 
    “Mamie?” 
 
    “Yes, sir?” 
 
    “Why can’t people tickle themselves?” He was almost through with the sandwich. He wouldn’t need another one. It wasn’t expedient to gorge oneself. 
 
    Suddenly Mamie started to shudder. 
 
    “Ahhh!” Mattiss exclaimed. “Excellent!” 
 
    “Oh…oh…please.” 
 
    Mattiss drew out of her. His shaft was gleaming with mayonnaise and her juices. She took a stutter step, reached behind herself and managed to snag the empty plate. She nearly collapsed as she unbent her body. Her muscles were trembling from being held in such a fixed position for so long. 
 
    Mattiss stood there for a long moment. Deep in thought. His cock throbbed. 
 
    Mamie placed the plate on the counter, then took a clean clothe from a drawer. She quickly damped it, then began cleaning Mattiss’s cock. She wiped his member clean, watching him carefully. Sometimes he liked to be stroked for a while, but this wasn’t one of those times. 
 
    Suddenly, he turned and left. 
 
    Mamie cleaned his plate off and turned off the light. As she walked through the house to her quarters she smiled. She liked it when the Master was happy. 
 
      
 
    It was the crack of dawn. The sun was climbing out of the horizon, winking a thin slice of orange light at the gloom. Mattiss stood in the doorway and watched Janet sleep. 
 
    She was a delight. And she was smart. And she had the most delicious tits. Mattiss knew that her pussy would be pure nirvana.  
 
    Light was creeping into the room. Time for good, little humanoids to wake up,  and that left him only a little more time to surprise her in her sleep. 
 
    Once it was light people didn’t sleep so deeply. They woke up and weren’t surprised, or even scared, often as not. But when it was dark, then the rapist became the monster hiding in the back of the cave, ready to jump out and rend, to enjoy. 
 
    He sighed. He knew this was going to be a good one. He was very glad he had managed to convince the members of the club to spare them. And to give them this wonderful opportunity…that was a blessing from the Gods. An expedient blessing. 
 
    Finally, he knew he had but minutes before her mind made that invisible shift. He walked forward, sans clothes, and his ever hard cock swayed and bobbed in time with his steps. 
 
    No. He didn’t like to cum. He liked to always be excited. To always be ready. 
 
    He pulled the covers off her. She mumbled something, her hand went for covers to pull back, but she didn’t stir. She was deep in sleep. VERY deep. 
 
    Well, no wonder. After being abused by a dozen men, staying up all night, she was ready. 
 
    Mattiss particularly loved fucking women who were still sleeping. He loved how he had to be soft and gentle, arrange them correctly, spreading their limbs in the most open manner. He loved how they mumbled, and drooled, and their faces frowned when he penetrated them. 
 
    He arranged Janet, moving her about, trying to emulate the way she would move if she was moving herself. 
 
    She moaned, experiencing some unpleasant thought, perhaps the dozen pricks erupting in her, then she was ready. Her arms and legs spread out, her body open and vulnerable. 
 
    Mattiss crawled between her legs. He kept contact to  a minimum. He placed his cock at the door to her pleasure. He watched her. 
 
    Truly beautiful. Her lips were plump, and he knew he would have to apply a ‘plumper’ solution to them to keep them that way. He wished they were redder, maybe some permanent make up. Then he quickly and smoothly inserted his penis. 
 
    If he took too long it was like he was fumbling, and the women always woke up. 
 
    If he jammed it in too quick, they awoke, and they were not always pleasant when they awoke. 
 
    He wanted to fuck her asleep for a long minute, maybe even have her sleep through it, but if she did awake, he wanted her to wake up as if to a wonder. Feel the warmth, feel the love, feel the cock vibrating within. 
 
    She slept. 
 
    He began to move, slowly, careful to touch her only with his cock. Fortunately, he was long enough. He was blessed with a long prick, a thick prick. 
 
    He moved back and forth, and she frowned, but only slightly. It was more like she was trying to figure things out, than objecting to what was happening. 
 
    Done right, the women never woke, but simply slipped into a sexual episode. 
 
    She slipped into that delightful state of mind, she began to groan and move her hips. She began to fuck him back, unconsciously, intuitively. 
 
    Mattiss felt joy within him. If there was a God, it was now. The expediency of motion required for this ultimate worship, it was the discipline, the catechism for meeting with God. 
 
    As long as he could hold himself back. 
 
    And therein was the secret of Mattiss. 
 
    Don’t cum. Don’t waste your seed. Don’t loose, and lose, your creativity. Instead, stay the excitement. hold it in, and a deeper union, a spiritual union, was possible 
 
    So Mattis fucked the sleeping Janet, and the day dawned, and when Mattiss finally withdrew, from Janet, and then from the room, he was charged with energy,  feeling a spiritual connection with the cosmos that normal humanoids could not imagine. 
 
    In a way, he was God. He was sublime, filled with sexual energy, ready to create the cosmos. 
 
    Of course, the feeling would fade, and therein was the conundrum. 
 
    He was in a body, and that was his limit, his barrier, his prison. The energy of the Gods would slowly fade away, and he would be left with the unhappy illusion that he was a human. 
 
    But for a while…for a while he strode the earth, a dick incarnate, a penis for the Gods, and that was why he never came. That was why he did what he did. That was why he kept slaves and abused people. Simply, they fed his energy. 
 
    And, in the expedient mind of Mattiss…was there anything else?” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FOUR 
 
      
 
    Janet had woken some time before Johnny. She hadn’t been abused like Johnny had. After all, she was used to having a cock in her pussy, and though it was a stretch, she could imagine how many cocks in her pussy would feel. 
 
    Johnny, however, was not used to having many cocks in his asshole. 
 
    But she was still tired, and she felt like she had been woken prematurely, that she should have slept for more hours. 
 
    What had woken her? 
 
    She rolled over. Her mouth hurt a little, the lips having been abused. Her pussy was tender, but nothing serious. 
 
    “Good morning, sweet Janet.” Janet sat up quickly, too quickly, her head gave a pound or two, then she breathed and calmed herself. 
 
    Mattiss was sitting in a chair. He had been texting into a large cell phone, but now he put the cell phone away and smiled at her. 
 
    That creepy smile. Smug, knowing, trying to belittle her with his arrogance. 
 
    A flood of memories went through Janet’s mind. The Rolls, bits of conversation, being shown to this room, and Mattiss saying…saying… “Did you fuck me?” 
 
    “Take a look,” he spoke indulgently. Obviously pleased with himself. 
 
    Janet couldn’t help it. She threw back the covers. Her pussy was swollen, and she could tell, she didn’t know how she could tell, she had been fucked. While she was asleep. A sick feeling came over her. A feeling of degradation. She felt like she was two inches tall. 
 
    Mattiss, smiling. 
 
    She croaked out, “How…how did you…why didn’t I wake up?” 
 
    “Because I am practiced, my dear. I move l like a ghost, and, let’s face it, your pussy liked it. Do you dream?” 
 
    “No…yes. I dreamed of something, but I don’t remember it.” 
 
    He nodded. “You will some day. As you come to accept yourself you will grow in spirit. You will become capable of the most amazing things. Tell me, do you think you are a human being?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Silly girl. human beings are short lived animals. They sleep through the night, and remain asleep even when they are awake. Do you enjoy that existence?” 
 
    “Something about his grammar confused her, and she decided not to answer.” 
 
    “Ah, I see that I have exceeded your capacity for profundity. Come, let’s away. I have joyous torments to sway you with.” 
 
    He stood up and walked to the door. He didn’t even look at her, just threw back over his shoulder, “Keep up now. Don’t want to send the dogs after you.” 
 
    Janet slid out from under the covers. She felt so vulnerable, her breasts swaying, her pussy exposed, but she knew she had to keep up with the larger man. She followed him down the hall, rushing until she was but three feet behind him, then quick walking to keep up with his gait. 
 
    He led her down the hallway, then up some stairs. All the way up, and the stairs opened up on a small terrace on the roof. In the center of the terrace was a saw horse sort of thing. It was wider than a saw horse, and a weird machine sat atop it. There were a couple of platforms, one on each side of the saw horse thing, for her feet to stand on. The machine was a couple of feet long, round like a half circle, and a dildo stuck out of the top. The dildo wasn’t overly large, and around the dildo was a pad of nubs. 
 
    “This is a Sybian. Have you ever…” he looked at her. “But, no. You haven’t. Come, sit down.” 
 
    Janet blinked and stared at the machine. A dildo. With a built in vibration, and up and down, and…and whatever else Mattiss’s sick mind could conjure. 
 
    “Come now, we don’t have all day.” 
 
    Janet stepped on the foot platforms and straddled the device. She could feel the tip of the dildo press into her cunt. 
 
    “Wait…” 
 
    Janet looked at him, and Mattiss sprayed liquid on her pussy with a little squeeze bottle. “This is lubricant. Best money can buy. It will keep you moist for a long time. Of course, within a short time your own juices will keep you moist.” He chuckled as if at a private joke. 
 
    “Now, sit.” 
 
    Janet lowered herself, and her pussy ate the plastic penis until she was solidly pressed onto the saddle. 
 
    “Wiggle a little bit, use your hands. You want to be comfortable. Make sure your skin isn’t folded under, or otherwise uncomfortable.” 
 
    Janet used her hands and moved around on the tool. Everything felt right. At least, as right as it could feel, with six inches of hard tool pressed into her cunt. 
 
    She had used a dildo before. Johnny and her liked using vibrators, but this was different. Now she was impaled. And Mattiss fastened a belt around her. “This will keep you from falling off.” 
 
    Then he picked up a little, black box with several buttons on it. 
 
    He pressed one, smiled, and the platforms her feet were on began to lower.  
 
    Janet started to panic. All her weight was on her pussy now. She felt like somebody was pressing her pussy down on the machine, and the tool inside her felt bigger than ever. 
 
    “All right, my dear, are you ready for limitless orgasms?” 
 
    “Hunh?” Just the feeling of being pressed on her vagina was making her light-headed. It was difficult to think. 
 
    “I am going to leave you here for, oh, say an hour. In that time the machine will take you to heaven, and back again, and again and again, until you actually don’t want to orgasm any more. Yet every orgasm, and there will be many, will scour your soul and make you pure. When you are done you will be as if baptized by the Lord himself, but instead of sinking into water, you will sink into your own sex. You will float upon your desires. You will explore heaven and hell. And you will love it, and you will hate it.” 
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    “Though, I dare say, when you start to hate it, you must learn to reverse your thinking. You must not fight the device, fight your own desires, your own nature. You must accept the orgasm, you must become the orgasm. Can you do this?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Can you do it? This is your salvation I am offering. Can you do it?” 
 
    She could see that Mattiss was intent on securing an answer from her, and that the answer should be in the affirmative. 
 
    “Yes,” she blurted suddenly. 
 
    He stepped back and smiled. “I will have the loudspeakers on, but I suggest you try to hold your tongue. Keep all speech inside until you can’t keep it in any longer. That is the best way.”  
 
    He pressed a button on the box and a small vibration began inside of Janet’s pussy. It was small but insistent, like drops in a Chinese water torture.  
 
    He pressed another button and the cock began to go up and down. 
 
    Janet groaned. 
 
    Mattiss grinned and placed the black box on a chair, out of her reach. 
 
    “I shall see you in an hour, sweet Janet. Say hello to the Gods for me.” 
 
    He walked back to the door to the stairway. 
 
    Janet was left alone. Nothing but the firm and never ending vibration tickling her ‘gina. 
 
    The sun beat down, warm and friendly, and she was high enough on the house that no insects would bother her. 
 
    Her breasts began to tingle. It was her pussy sending messages to the rest of her body. Get hot, body. Get ready. Time for a little fun. 
 
    Janet moaned. Already her pussy was hot, feeling like the vibration was much more than it was. 
 
    And the cock kept going up and down, pressing into her flesh, no way to get off it. And the weirdism spun through her mind. The only way to get off is to get off! 
 
    She moaned and lifted her hands to her tits. She pulled her nipples, and her nipples felt swollen, puffy. And she thought that they felt this way simply because she was horny. She didn’t even think of the pill she had taken the night previous. 
 
     
 
    Johnny’s eyes opened. He didn’t know where he was. He had memories of being helped to walk, but everything was stilted, slanted, out of kilter. 
 
    He remembered last night. He remembered being locked in the stocks and being used. Again and again. 
 
    And he remembered a vase filled with money. Lots of money. 
 
    For a second, he smiled. He didn’t know if his butt hurt, but the money, that was a warm, fuzzy feeling. 
 
    “Good morning, Johnny Come Lately.” 
 
    Jonny started to move then. He was slow and sluggish, and his ass, while it didn’t exactly hurt, felt tender. He managed to roll over, the blanket fell off him, and he began to sit up, and stopped. 
 
    Something was in his crotch. There was some kind of obstruction in his groin. He looked down, and panic licked at him, and he was couched in wonderment. 
 
    He was wearing a plastic tube on his dick. A ring around his balls and shaft kept it in place. A padlock kept everything from being removed. He stared downward, then reached a hand into his groin and felt it. 
 
    Soft material, some kind of hospital grade latex, thick, malleable, but not sufficient for his cock to grow. And his grow did start to grow. 
 
    Actually, it should have grown before, morning wood, but it hadn’t, and now it was, and he felt the start of unpleasantness as his cock filled the tube. 
 
    Not pain, not exactly, but unpleasant restriction. His cock being strangled. His balls tightening up against the ring. 
 
    He looked up at Mattiss. 
 
    He was in a cell, a dungeon cell, black, iron bars, old concrete and bricks. Rings in the walls to chain people to. He was sitting on a ledge. Mattiss was leaning a shoulder against the jamb of the bars. the door was open, and he was smiling that weird, smug, tight lipped smile of his. He was naked, and Johnny took note of the erect penis jutting out. It was large, hard looking, and the purple head dripped pre-cum. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “It’s called a chastity device. Or tube. Or whatever,” He turned a palm over dismissively. “It is designed to keep your over active cock under control. My control.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Slaves are not allow unauthorized erections, and certainly not sex. Well, normal sex. You’ve still got your asshole. By the way, how is your asshole feeling?” 
 
    “It’s…tender.” 
 
    Mattiss nodded. “Excellent. I was a little worried. You took quite a bit of cock last night. But you’re a hardy lad, Johnny Come Lately. You please me.” 
 
    They stared at each other then. Johnny was hungry, but he was more confused than hungry, and he wanted to know where Janet was. 
 
    He finally broke, “Where’s Janet.” 
 
    “She’s upstairs. Probably waking up right about now. I fucked her while she was asleep. I’ve got big plans for that girl, Johnny Come Lately. But, then, I’ve got big plans for you.” 
 
    “What kind of plans?” Johnny didn’t admit that his heart was hurting him, that the crass talk of fucking his girlfriend had effectively speared him through the heart. 
 
    “Oh, this and that. Come. Let’s have breakfast. It’s a wonderful day. I would like to get you fed, then return you to the dungeons for a while. Got to fuck Janet some more.” 
 
    Mattiss watched the younger man, gauging his reactions. 
 
    “Please. I don’t want to hear this.” 
 
    Mattiss sighed. It was a happy sigh. He entered the cell, came and sat next to Johnny. It was not cold, but Johnny could feel the heat of the man. 
 
    Mattis put his arms around Johnny’s shoulders. He spoke confidently. “Johnny Come Lately. You are here to learn. To become an educated man.” 
 
    “In the ways of abuse and degradation.” 
 
    “Among other things,” agreed Mattiss. “And the first thing you must learn is this: when something hurts, embrace it.” 
 
    Johnny didn’t say anything. 
 
    “If you fight it, it hurts more, you prolong the pain, let it sink deeper into you. 
 
    “If you embrace it, force yourself to see it, then you can enjoy it. Does that sound funny, Johnny Come Lately? To enjoy what you don’t like?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “But it is the truth. Listen, whatever has been done to Janet, whatever I have done, it is already done. Is you getting all emotional and distraught going to make it better?” 
 
    Johnny frowned. He didn’t like even this conversation. But, according to Mattiss, he had to enjoy it. 
 
    “Besides, it is all your choice.” 
 
    “Getting buttfucked is my choice?” 
 
    “Did somebody else sneak into our celebration? Lock himself in a pillory and present his ass for our pleasure?” 
 
    Johnny didn’t say anything. Sure, Mattiss was right, in a way, but it was all wrong. 
 
    “Now don’t go moralizing on me about right and wrong, Johnny Come Lately. I’m right, and that’s all there is to it. Say, would you like to hear a joke?” 
 
    “A joke?” 
 
    “I’m so glad you asked!” Mattiss was already chortling. “It goes like this:  
 
      
 
    ‘Hit me and I’ll hurt,’ said the masochist to the sadist. 
 
      
 
    Johnny turned his head and regarded Mattis. 
 
    “Are you ready for the punch line?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    Hardly able to speak for his burbling laughter, Mattiss said: 
 
      
 
    ‘No,’ said the sadist to the masochist. 
 
      
 
    Mattiss broke out in gales of laughter. He laughed so hard he nearly choked. 
 
    Johnny didn’t get it. 
 
    “Don’t you get it? A masochist loves to feel pain, and…” Mattiss stopped laughing, though he kept up a chuckle. “It’s okay. I guess you have to be there.” He stood up. “Come now, Johnny Come Lately. Breakfast awaits. Portions of dead pig, roundish objects stolen from chickens’s assholes. Squeezings of plucked apples. Come!” 
 
    Mattiss walked out of the cell without looking back. 
 
    Standing, feeling the unfamiliar feel of an imprisoned cock between his legs, Johnny followed along. 
 
      
 
    Mattiss led Johnny up a circular stairway. The walls were built of ancient stone and mortar. He didn’t remember being in a mansion, and he wondered what kind of a structure he was ascending to. 
 
    They exited in a small corridor, very short, which led one way to a kitchen, and the other way to a patio.  
 
    They stepped onto the patio, and Johnny looked down at an elaborate scheme of tiles. 
 
    The patio stretched some thirty feet. Beyond it was a lawn, rich and verdant, and beyond that was a forest. The forest looked like it was home for saber toothed black bears and spiders as large as cats. 
 
    Mattiss led Johnny across the patio to a wrought iron table with a glass top. The chairs surrounding the table looked uncomfortable, edgy with iron, but the cushions they sat on were quite giving. 
 
    The weather was warm, a very light, balmy breeze rippled the earth, not enough to wave the grass, but enough to feel the calm caress of reality on one’s skin. 
 
    Johnny sat down and looked at the chastity device. He could see his penis struggling underneath the translucent material. The sensations came in waves. He would try to get hard, then go limp, then try to get hard, and so on. 
 
    “Devlish devices, aren’t they? Ah, thank you Mamie.” 
 
    An older woman with touches of grey in her bun and enormous breasts put down a couple of plates. 
 
    “Johnnie, this is Mamie.” The woman smiled at Johnny, but it was obvious that she was interested, her attention was on, Mattiss. 
 
    In fact, just from the gaze in her eyes, Johnny knew that the woman was eternally wet, lusting after the jaded, complacent man who didn’t seem to give a damn about anything. 
 
    “Johnny will be staying with us for a week. Feel free to abuse him, if you wish.” 
 
    “Very good, Master.” 
 
    She left. 
 
    Mattiss, confidentailly: “She won’t abuse you. Now, Renfrew, he’s a complicated fellow. You never know when he’s going to try to stick his dick in something or somebody. I have used chastity on him, I’ve beaten him, but he is one of those men who is, ultimately, ruled by their cock. Dig in.” 
 
    They ate then, and Johnny found he was ravenous. He ingested a score of sausage links—Mamie kept his plate full—then ate a mound of scrambled eggs loaded with chopped onions and peppers. It was delicious, and Johnny suddenly felt guilty. Janet was somewhere, putting up with something, and he didn’t know anything. 
 
    “When can I see Janet?” Through the glass table top he could watch his cock trying to get hard in the chastity tube. 
 
    Mattiss looked at his cock lurching, chuckled, and said: “When you pass like two ships in the night, unless it’s during the day.” 
 
    Mattiss hadn’t actually eaten much. He was the kind of man who ate little, burned much, and seemed to thrive on the imbalance in his body and soul. 
 
    He placed his elbows on the glass and said: “You will see each other occasionally, and when you do, you might be able to trade a few words, and you might not.” 
 
    He waved a hand in the air, “Unless, of course, one of your sponsors has some fiendish plot wherein you must torment each other for his or her pleasure. Do you believe in love?” 
 
    “Yes,” Johnny was almost caught by the quick change in subject, but he answered with no hesitation. 
 
    Mattiss nodded slowly, thoughtfully. “I thought I did, once upon a time. Now?” He shrugged. Then he looked at Johnny, a piercing look. “Love is a contract. An agreement. The emotion you instill in the contract is just that. Emotion. A silly expenditure of energy that robs you of the ability to think. When you are loving her? Physically or emotionally? Can you think properly?” 
 
    Johnny was reminded of all the pithy sayings and anecdotes, all of which dealt with the idea that if the lower head is thinking the upper head is not. 
 
    “Isn’t it all right not to think for a while?” 
 
    Mattiss jerked back, almost as if he had been slapped. His eyes went wide. Then he sat still for a long moment, his brow furrowed. 
 
    “That’s what I love about you Johnny. You look like Joe Average. Having simple thoughts, concerning yourself with silly things like when to have dinner, what movie you should watch. Then you say something surprising. You reach into your depths as if they were every day occurrences.” 
 
    Then he didn’t say anything for a while. He just watched Johnny, analyzing him, wondering at him, immersed in his own considerations. 
 
    “What makes you think it is not all right to not think for a while? After all, the credo of modern man seems to be ‘I think therefore I am,’ though it seems to have degraded in the last few decades to ‘I shit, therefore I am an asshole.’” 
 
    Johnny thought about it. Surprisingly, he knew exactly where he had come across thought, where it had originated. He said: “I was working in a fast food restaurant. One of the other guys, he wasn’t too bright, he told me that it wasn’t good to be smart. That if you were dumb then you didn’t get hurt by all the stupid things that happened to you. If you were smarter you would hurt more.” 
 
    Mattiss chuckled, shook his head slowly. “Doubtless that young man owns that restaurant now.” 
 
    Mamie came and cleared the plates. Again, she seemed to hover over Mattiss. And he didn’t discourage her. In fact, it was plain that he didn’t have a feeling of any depth for her, and was more enjoying her lust and frustration. Talk about sadists. 
 
    Mamie left, and that left Mattiss and Johnny enjoying the warm sun. And Johnny dreaming of seeing Janet again. And Matiss dreaming of them not seeing each other. 
 
    Finally, Mattiss stood up. “Come, Johnny Come Lately. I have toys for you to play with. 
 
    Johnny followed him back to the mansion. 
 
      
 
    Across from the door to the dungeons was another door. It led to another circular stairway, this one spiraling in the opposite direction as the one that led to the dungeons. 
 
    Mattis led Johnny down the stairs. They came out on a large room, similar in size to the dungeons, but without the cells and bars. Along the walls were benches with tools and small devices on them. Some of the devices looked like they were half built, or half taken apart. At the end of the room was a chair. It looked like a doctor’s chair, with stirrups, except that it had straps to hold legs and arms down. 
 
    “Over here, Johnny.”Mattiss beckoned, and Johnny took his eyes off the chair and went to a bench at one side of the room.  
 
    Mattis searched through the rubble on the bench, then held up a length of chained. He looked down at Johnny’s groin, then he picked up a tape measure and measured the distance from Johnny’s package to his knees. He put the measure down and snipped a length of chain. He attached a small weight to one end, then looked at Johnny. “Go have a seat.” 
 
    Johnny went to the chair and sat in it. 
 
    Mattis followed him. He knelt between Johnny’s legs and attached the top of the chain to a small ring ring on the end of Johnny’s chastity tube. He stepped back, satisfied. “All right, young fellow. Let’s see how spry you are.” 
 
    Johnny stood up…carefully. The weight wasn’t much, only a few ounces, but it dragged on his meat. It felt like pounds instead of ounces. 
 
    “Excellent. Now, let’s put this on you.” Mattiss put a belt around Johnny’s waist. There were handcuffs on each side of the belt. He quickly clicked Johnny’s wrists into the cuffs, stood back and smiled. 
 
    Johnny stood, legs slightly spread, his arms cuffed to his sides. His penis trying to get hard in its cage. 
 
    “Hah! You look wonderful. Now listen, Johnny Come Lately, it’s time you learned the truth. And the truth is discipline. You are a slovenly sort who bulls his way through life, fucking indiscriminately, taking his pleasure willy nilly, and never developing the sort of discipline that can function, can take life apart and let you use it as you will. This little set up will begin the change. It will give you discipline as..but let me let you discover that on your own. Come on up to the big room. Take your time, I know you aren’t going to be pole vaulting any time soon. I’ve got something to do, and I’ll see you there in fifteen minutes. And I will be bringing lovely Janet with me.” 
 
    Mattiss quick walked to the circular stairway, then took two steps at a time up the stairs. His dick stood straight out and flung off droplets of pre-cum. 
 
    Johnny looked down. The weight hung between his legs. He took a step, and the weight bounced off his left knee. 
 
    Ouch! 
 
    He took another step. 
 
    Ouch! The weight bounced off his right knee, and Johnny quickly figured out the parameters of this clever torture device. 
 
    If one walked quickly the weight would bounce between the knees, striking the bones directly and causing much pain. 
 
    If he could have picked the device up he could have simply walked, but his hands being cuffed to his waist stopped that solution. 
 
    So he had to walk, legs spread, trying to keep the weight from swinging. 
 
    Not go right foot to left foot, with a big shift of weight, but a straight line, with no shift of weight, hoping that the weight would move on a straight line, without the banging on his knees. 
 
    Johnny walked across the floor, trying to keep his knees out, trying to move so the weight didn’t swing. but he kept starting the motion of the weight, and suffering the banging on his knees. Then he reached the steps, and new problems of motion arose. 
 
      
 
    Janet sat on the Sybian and moaned. She had already had several orgasms, and she didn’t want any more. 
 
    Add to that the fact that her breasts hurt, she wanted to get off the pussy pounding machine in the worst possible way. 
 
    She tried to wiggle, one way or the other, tried to relieve the pressure pounding in her pussy, get the pressure off her clitoris, tried to stop the vibration that went through her womanhood and left no prisoners. 
 
    Then she felt another orgasm build. A big one. She began to shudder and moan, and a climactic wave built within her and burst. Her eyes rolled back in her sockets and her toes curled. Her back began to buck, all of which just added to the constant torment. 
 
    And the sounds she made were picked up by a microphone and came out of a series of speakers set on the edges of the roof. 
 
    “OOOOH! AHHHH! GOD! PLEASE!” 
 
    Mattiss was talking to Mamie, fondling her breasts and causing her knees to weaken. “Jello tonight, I think. Cherry. Maybe a scoop of ice cream on the side.” 
 
    He let her make the menu as she wished, she was dedicated to his health. But he reserved the right to choose deserts. Even with all his discipline, it was the only way to withstand the onslaught of yogurt and avocados and the other silly things she tried to push down his gullet.  
 
    Suddenly he tilted his head and listened. 
 
    “OOOOH! AHHHH! GOD! PLEASE!” It was a little tinny, but it was remarkably clear. 
 
    He said: “Johnny will be up in a moment. Watch him. He may want to go hunting for poor Janet.” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” 
 
    Then Mattiss was off on another item on his personal list of to do things. When he left Mamie sagged, and was disappointed that he had gone. She so loved when he paid attention to her bosom. 
 
    Johnny appeared in the doorway. His eyes were haunted, and he stopped and listened. 
 
    “OOOOH! AHHHH! PLEASE! HELP ME!” 
 
    His eyes went wide. He recognized Janet’s voice. He struggled in his belt and cuffs, and Mamie went to him and grabbed his cock and lifted him up to his toes. 
 
    “Patience. Be patient. Your girlfriend is fine. Master will bring her to the big room. Go, and sit, and take a load…” she looked down at his caged cock in her hand. She could feel it trying to surge, “…off your cock.” 
 
    She let go of him and waited to see if he could function. Slowly, though he still looked wild in the eyes, Johnny nodded. Then he began trying to walk into the big room. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes passed. Minutes in which Janet had stopped making sense and could only moan in monosyllabic grunts and moans. She was drooling, and the pleasure was so hurtful all she could do was cry and pray, and not even be sure what she was praying about. 
 
    Mattiss stepped onto the roof. He walked towards the young woman and he knew that she wasn’t even aware of him. 
 
    He turned off the Sybian, raised the platforms under her feet, and waited a moment. 
 
    Janet sagged in the saddle and just breathed. He knew she would be trying to figure out what happened. He knew that her pussy would be aching, and glorying, all at the same time. She would be afire with lust, and yet never want to fuck again in her life. 
 
    Finally, her showing signs of life, he went to her. He touched her legs and her eyes open. Wild eyes, eyes that saw but didn’t recognize. 
 
    “Time to get off,” soothed Mattiss. He helped lift one leg off the Sybian, then, as she fell towards him, he caught her. 
 
    She had no idea who he was, she just held on to him as a point of safety and warmth. 
 
    He shifted her so he was carrying her in his arms like she was a baby, then he carried her to a nearby lounge chair. He placed her in it, and examined her. He smiled, her breasts, they were perfect. He took a cold wash clothe and began wiping the sweat off her. 
 
    She felt him, and she moaned, and slowly, ever so slowly, she began to piece the world together again. 
 
    The sun. 
 
    The roof under her feet. 
 
    Her name…and bits and pieces of her life, and…her situation. Trapped in an agreement with the devil. 
 
    She sobbed, and sighed, all at the same time. 
 
    “Come, dear. Wakey, wakey, we stopped the achey.” 
 
    She recognized him. He could gauge her awareness through her intake of breath. 
 
    “You left me…you left…” and she hated him for abandoning her, and loved him for rescuing her. 
 
    “Come, it’s time to say hello to Johnny. You remember Johnny? Johnny Come Lately?” 
 
    She nodded, and Mattis put an arm around her, and she didn’t struggle as he helped her to her feet. 
 
      
 
    Johnny was sitting on a couch, he was low enough that the weight sat on the floor, and he was glad to feel a temporary cessation to the swinging of the weight, the banging on his knees, the stretching of his penis. 
 
    And the sounds of Janet moaning in sexual fever were gone. Her protests had silenced, and he was glad of that, for her torment was his torment. 
 
    He heard them coming, the sound of their feet on the floor, the murmur of their voices, and he forced himself to his feet. 
 
    Mattiss came around the corner. He had an arm around Janet’s waist, and Janet looked up and saw Johnny. With a sob she left Mattiss and staggered across the room. 
 
    Johnny noticed how red her pussy was, how swollen, and then he was against her. He couldn’t put his arms around her, but she had hers around him. He could feel her bare breasts. The warmth of her skin was as the touch of God. She hugged him, and cried into him. And he cried and his tears washed her hair. 
 
    Mattiss went to a chair across from the sofa and sat down. Mamie came in directly and handed him a glass with frosty sides. It was a bourbon and Coke. Drink of the Gods. And he sat and sipped and contemplated his charges. 
 
    Finally: “Please have a seat, children.” 
 
    Still sobbing, they turned, and Janet helped Johnny sit. She saw the device swinging from his dick and she cried for him all anew. 
 
    Then they were sitting, huddled together. Staring at him with thousand yards eyes. 
 
    Mattiss: “And how are my little chickies?” 
 
    Neither said anything. 
 
    Mattiss sighed, sipped, and said, “Johnny, you have started on a road to discipline. You will learn to have a razor sharp mind, always aware, always able to judge consequences. You will be well able to handle the large amount of money that will be gifted to you. 
 
    “Janet, you are a woman. You will learn discipline, but it need not be harsh, as Johnny’s is. But your discipline will be of another kind. What is the purpose of a woman?” 
 
    The question stopped Janet. She was a female libber in many ways, but she was also a woman in love. Though she was a woman, a fine woman, she had never considered this question. 
 
    Yet there were answers. Trite answers. Answers that society foisted on the unwary, the sleeping, the foolish. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “You don’t really know, do you?” 
 
    “I…is this a trick?” she asked suspiciously. 
 
    Mattiss’s face took on expression of irritation. “Everything is a trick.” Then he turned to Johnny. “Johnny Come Lately? Can you answer the question?” 
 
    “I love her.” 
 
    “So a woman’s purpose to be loved? You come into my house and throw such tripe at me? What wall did you hope such an answer would stick to?” 
 
    Yet now he was smiling. He said to Janet: “My dear, the purpose of a woman is to give birth.” At the expression on her face he laughed. “Oh, no worries, my dear. I have no interest in fathering a child with such a silly…child. Even if I were to break my vows and loose my very potent seed. No. Come the end of a year, then you and Johnny can have a child, should you wish. 
 
    “But until then, your form of discipline must take a very different tack than Johnny Come Lately’s. How do you feel?” 
 
    He watched her. She blinked. Once again he had set her up, only to change directions. She wondered what he was getting at. 
 
    “I feel fine,” but there was a bit of stutter in her voice as she took stock of herself. 
 
    “Excellent. By the way, you are drooling.” 
 
    Janet instinctively reached up to wipe her mouth, but realized that she was not drooling. 
 
    “Not from your beautiful mouth.” And he waited. 
 
    A long moment while Janet tried to figure it out, then she looked down at her vagina, and she saw it, but it wasn’t her vagina that was ‘drooling.’ Milk was dripping from her breasts, and why she hadn’t felt the spatter of liquid on her thighs could only be chalked up to her dazed frame of mind after riding the Sybian. 
 
    She touched a finger to her nipple and felt the milk, she lifted it, tasted it, all the while shock filled her eyes. 
 
    Johnny stared in shock. 
 
    Mattiss said: “The pill. The red pill. Now you know what it is for. You are lactating, and you will continue to lactate for a year. You will feel emotional swings, attitude changes, You will learn how to care for your beautiful breasts, and you will wear the occasional milking brassiere, and you will pump your breasts to stop the pain that results from over filling. And Johnny will nurse at your beast, as will I, as will any others who wish a taste of the Gods’ milk. 
 
    “But…I…I don’t…” and her words stuttered into some strange, warped kind of infinity. 
 
    Mattiss said, “Would you like to feed Johnny first? Or myself?” 
 
    And he smiled. 
 
     
 
    To be continued…
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    He wanted chastity…she wanted feminization! 
 
    Tony had a great idea on how to achieve absolute chastity. He convinces his wife to perform a simple operation, and he gets all the chastity he could ever want.  
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    PART FIVE 
 
      
 
    “So I’’m nothing but a cow.” Janet’s voice was low and subdued. There was something about this scene that was so degrading to her. 
 
    “If you wish,” stated Mattiss, the ever present and insulting smile on his face as he watched Johnny feed. 
 
    Janet sat on the couch and Johnny lay on her lap, an over-sized child suckling her breast. Johnny’s arms were secured in cuffs attached to a belt around his waist. He could barely move, and then it was awkward. Try living without hands for a while. And he tried to be quiet, to feed in silence; he saw how she was effected by having her breasts made to lactate, by having a man suckle at her. 
 
    They had talked about children, many times, but both had always agreed that they had to have a number of years to play before they committed themselves to such a lifestyle change. 
 
    The problem was, even though she felt dirty and humiliated, that she liked it. She liked the soft sounds. She liked the feel of his mouth chewing on her nipple. She liked the way his tongue lapped at her. She liked the way her nipple was surrounded by soft mouth. And the feeling of the milk being squeezed out, each pull was like a little thrill of heaven. 
 
    The other problem was that Johnny liked it. Every once in a while he would moan, and his eyes were looking up at her, chocolate brown and trusting and filled with love. 
 
    But the real problem was that she hadn’t chosen to do this. She and Johnny were on a year long contract. They would receive fifty million dollars at the end of the year, but during that year they would have to do whatever they were told by the members of a secret sex society. 
 
    “I see poor Johnny is having a hard time with his little package.” And it was true. Johnny’s cock pushed against the insides of the cock cage. It was trying to get hard, and meeting nothing but frustration. 
 
    Johnny didn’t say anything, just suckled and watched Janet. 
 
    Mattiss sighed. He wasn’t getting much of a response from the couple, so he shifted into educational mode. 
 
    “The truth is, my dear, you are not a cow. But, in certain ways, you have a cow’s body. You give milk. And you are charged with nursing the young. Thus, in spite of any truth concerning the real you, there are times when you must be a cow.” 
 
    Still, no response. Mattiss liked responses. Responses told him how effective his training was. 
 
    “All right. Johnny, back off. It’s time to let a master show you how it’s done.” 
 
    Johnny slid out of Janet’s lap and moved back on the couch. 
 
    “Come, take my chair.” They switched places, and Johnny sat miserably, watching as Mattiss defiled his girlfriend. 
 
    Mattiss had a slightly curved nose, an Errol Flynn mustache, and closely set eyes. His appearance was that of a predator. 
 
    “Lie back, my dear.” 
 
    Dutifully, but not liking it, Janet lay back on the couch. 
 
    Mattiss knelt by her and bent his head to her tits. His mouth covered a nipple and he placed his hands on the sides of her breast. He squeezed, to the point of pain, and Janet gasped. A huge squirt of milk shot into Mattiss’s mouth. 
 
    Mattiss was smiling, even as he milked her. 
 
    Mattiss drew in several gulps of creamy liquid, then moved to her other breast. 
 
    In spite of herself, Janet liked it. It wasn’t the pale sucking of a young boy, relatively, it was the powerful feeding of a man who knew what he wanted. She even felt a tickling in her groin. She tried desperately to quell the rising tide, but she couldn’t. His hands, his mouth, were too insistent. 
 
    Suddenly Mattiss rocked back on his heels. His penis was erect, dripping its own milk, and the purple head touched Janet’s arm and dribbled on it. 
 
    Mattiss looked at Johnny. “You need to palpate the breast, use enough force that the milk wants to leave, wants to come into your mouth. And, you need to play with the woman. It is not just feeding, it is sexual. A good nursing should result in an enflamed groin and the desire to orgasm. You need to help her out. Do you understand?” 
 
    Johnny grunted in acknowledgment. 
 
    “And, of course, you should feel free to manipulate yourself.” He glanced down at Johnny’s groin and grinned. “If you can.” 
 
    Then he bent back down and began to truly suck on Janet’s still engorged breasts. He made loud, rude slurping sounds every once in awhile, and this actually made Janet want to buck a bit. To raise her hips and thrust her pelvis into the air. 
 
    Johnny watched, helpless, and his groin burned with frustrated desire. His dick was throbbing in the cage, the blood trying to bring it up, the plastic material keeping it quelled. It was the most insidious and, he had to admit it, delicious torture he had ever experienced. 
 
    Mattiss sucked, and he reached down and stroked himself. This caused more drool to issue from his cock head. It dripped on the floor copiously, but he never exploded into orgasm. He was a controlled man, most expedient, and he never wasted his seed. He hadn’t cum for many years, he just kept himself at the height of excitation, and enjoyed his fertile state. 
 
    Janet suddenly moaned. She couldn’t help herself. The sound just bubbled out of her. Her breasts now felt like they were burning up, and the feeling in her groin…her hips suddenly lurched upward. 
 
    “Ahh,” mumbled Mattiss over a mouth filled with breast and milk. 
 
    His hand shifted from his pecker, went between her legs, started rubbing her mons with his palm. He gripped the bunch of flesh, shook it like a mama bear would shake her cub, and squeezed it. 
 
    Janet gasped, and her eyes closed. In spite of herself, she couldn’t lie…her body was responding. 
 
    And, in a most humiliating fashion, she put aside modesty. Her pussy wanted attention. 
 
    Mattiss inserted a finger in her. 
 
    Another gasp, louder, and her eyes opened and her head pivoted to the side. She stared at Johnny. Helplessness was framed in her blue eyes. She couldn’t stop herself, and her hips writhed and twisted as Mattiss went to two fingers and began to hook them into her pussy, to pull up against the roof of her vaginal canal, to rub the area where the G spot was located. 
 
    Johnny wanted to jump up and pound on Mattiss. He wanted to beat the man, yet he simply sat and endured his girl friend savaging. He watched as Mattiss’s arm muscles worked and his hand clawed into her hole. 
 
    Mattiss changed tactics. He went to three fingers. He held them stiff, and he began to thrust them into Janet’s cunt. His arm moved faster and faster, yet he never broke the rhythm of his sucking. 
 
    “God!” Janet moaned, feeling the white hot heat erupting in her pussy. “Johnny!” And she blew. Boom! A body shaking orgasm ripped through her. Her very ribs trembled, and it felt like she was squirting gallons of milk into Mattiss’s accommodating mouth. 
 
    Slowly, she came down. Mattiss slowed down in his sucking, and she looked down to her breast, and saw his eyes looking up at her. And, against her every fiber, she felt a love for him. A love for him, and for Johnny, and for every baby who ever suckled a mother. 
 
      
 
    Mattiss drew back. Wiped his mouth. Stood up. His penis stood out. It was large, and long, and the drool seeping from it was almost like a stream, a river. He never came, but he always issued fluids. 
 
    “Suck it, my dear. My milking is over, but you need a little sustenance. 
 
    Still filled with the peaceful sense of love, Janet moved her head forward. She put her mouth over Mattiss’s member and began to lick his cock head. 
 
    Matttis gave a light moan and lifted his head slightly. “Cup the balls, my dear. Squeeze them alternately. Close your hands softly for a while, then make my knees tremble with your control and force, then go back to soft. When giving head one must always pay attention to the testicles. They are sensitive, filled with juice, and must be made happy. And don’t let any of my drippings go to waste.” 
 
    Janet sucked his dong, followed his directions, and even improvised. She couldn’t see Johnny, behind Mattis, but she knew he could hear her. 
 
    “All right, my dear, that’s enough.” He stepped back, and she felt like she had been cheated. He hadn’t squirted into her mouth. 
 
    “Let’s have lunch, and let me present a schedule for you.” 
 
    Mattis sauntered across the room, into the kitchen corridor, the kitchen, then out the short corridor to the patio. As he walked he talked, “I really must put a door to the patio in the main room. This round about stuff is boring. A waste of time, if you get my meaning. Hello, Mamie,” he spoke cheerfully to the naked maid as they walked through the kitchen. “We’re ready for lunch, if you please.” 
 
    “Yes, Mister Mattiss.” She usually called him Master, but occasionally said his name. 
 
    Janet and Johnny lagged behind him. Janet to stay with Johnny, and Johnny moving slowly because he had a weight hanging off his penis, and the weight banged painfully into his knees if he wasn’t careful and didn’t walk with a certain sway and rhythm. 
 
    They stepped out the door onto the patio, and Johnny and Janet were struck by the calm beauty of the place. Thirty feet of exquisite masonry. Tiles set in mortar, and they had only begun to appreciate the mandalic pattern hidden in the apparent tossings of the tiles. 
 
    They sat at the iron table with the glass top. The chair Johnny was in was just high enough that the weight hanging from his package didn’t reach the ground. It pulled on his penis, a mixture of light pain and exquisite pleasure, the weight slowly swaying under the chair, his penis feeling like it was being stretched. 
 
    “Unlock Johnny’s arms, my dear.” He placed a key on the table. Janet quickly undid the cuffs around Johnny’s wrists. He flexed his wrists and was glad to have the ability to move his arms once again. 
 
    Mattiss was staring across the sward at the far forest. A mother deer and a fawn were on the edge of the sward, nibbling at berries on a bush. 
 
    “I can’t believe people kill those wonderful animals. Have you ever killed, Johnny Come Lately? Have you ever hunted?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I have. Both animal and man. And of the two I much preferred man over animal.” he turned to them, “Not to be trite, but when they give bears rifles, then it would be fair.” He showed a slice of white teeth. Or perhaps if the man had only knives. Then it would be fair.” 
 
    Janet blurted. “I would take pictures.” 
 
    Mattiss glanced at her, his face now inscrutable. Whenever one spoke around Mattiss, one never knew how he was going to respond. 
 
    “Pictures of the animal? Or pictures of the man killing the animal? Or of the animal killing the man?” 
 
    Janet hung her head. She was sorry she had spoken. 
 
    Mattiss reached forward and delicately raised her chin with his fingers. 
 
    “Never, my dear, shut yourself down. That way is death. Now, let me tell you a story.” 
 
    Johnny and Janet exchanged glances. 
 
    Mattis sat back and began. 
 
      
 
    “There was a man by the name of Carl Akeley. He lived back around 1900, and he was somewhat of an adventurer, and an enigma. He was a conservationist, but he loved to hunt. 
 
    He didn’t like to kill animals, aside from the occasional elephant or lion, because because they didn’t have a ‘sporting chance.’ 
 
    He was the father of taxidermy, stuffing many of the animals he himself killed. 
 
    Johnny and Janet were already enraptured. This nonchalant recounting of events more than a hundred years old, a different time and place, and, of course, Mattiss’s dry manner, enchanted them in spite of themselves. 
 
    “One day young Carl was out hunting, and he bagged himself a pig. Not one of those pink little cuties, not a Porky, but. a mean, tusky boar. One of the kind that if you missed your shot it would run its tusks up your leg and split you in two. 
 
    “Carl walked through the bush to where he had dropped the leopard, and, much to his surprise, it was missing. Oh, he had hit it. There was a large pool of blood, the boar hadn’t achieved resurrection and gone off to start Boar Christianity, it had simply been dragged off by some predator before Carl could reach it. 
 
    “This was on the edge of a thicket, and Carl stepped forward and stabbed at the bushes with the end of his rifle. 
 
    “Suddenly a leopard leaped from the tangle of bushes. A full grown leopard, a hundred pounds of claws and very wicked teeth, had dragged piggy into the brush, and it didn’t like being disturbed in its feeding. 
 
    “Now, a leopard is particular suited to survival. It’s teeth are long and curved. Built to dig in and rip. Likewise its claws. So, Johnny Come Lately, and the Lovely Janet, what do you think Mr. Akeley did?” 
 
    Neither Johnny nor Janet had any idea and they shook their heads. At that moment Mamie arrived with three plates. Sausage and hash browns. The sausage was scorched on the outside, but juice had been drizzled back over the links. The hashed browns were lightly blackened. Everything was delicious, and they ate and washed the food down with apple juice. 
 
    Mattiss focused on the pleasure of ingesting the food and appeared to have forgotten that he was even telling a story, 
 
    Finally, the gobbling and snorting done, Mattiss sat back. “When I eat dinner I appreciate manners, the correct fork for the correct soup,” he smiled. “But when it comes to breakfast, it is time to let out the caveman.  Chew with your mouth open, use your fingers. The fast is broken and it is time to get on with living. Now, where was I?” Though both Johnny and Janet knew that he knew exactly where he was. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Carl, baby. Carl was standing there with his dick in his hands, or at least an unaimed rifle, which is about the same thing, if you get my drift, and the leopard leaped at him. 
 
    “He put a hand out in defense, to ward off the beast, and the leopard opened its mouth and ate his hand. 
 
    “Now, if Carl pulled back, the curvature of the teeth would rip his hand right off. So Carl, being quick of intellect, and somewhat of a survivor, pushed his hand forward, down the leopard’s throat. 
 
    “The leopard gagged, but it couldn’t dislodge the fist now in its throat, and it couldn’t bite down. Its own survival at stake, the instinctive desire to throw something up wasn’t working. 
 
    “And Carl went to town. He punched that leopard in the body with his free hand. 
 
    “The leopard had forgotten to even claw, and it merely tried to get away. 
 
    Carl somehow managed to get his fist out of the leopard’s throat, without it being cut to ribbons, and he picked that leopard up and body slammed it. Then he leaped into the air and pounced on that leopard with his knees, his full body weight. 
 
    “Well, the poor leopard expired.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “True story. Do a google for the man who killed a leopard with his bare hands and you can see an actual picture of Carl standing next to the leopard.” 
 
    He turned to Janet. “What do you think, Lovely Janet? Was Mr. Akeley cruel?” 
 
    “I don’t…he had to…I don’t know what to think.” 
 
    Mattiss nodded. “I will never kill an animal again. I have learned. Oh, I would kill a human, they have choice, they have a ‘sporting chance,’ but animals? No.” 
 
    “Why are you telling us this?” asked Johnny. 
 
    Mattiss smiled his cruel smile once again. “Because, John Come Lately, I have had a request.” 
 
    “What…what request?” 
 
    “For you. For something special in conjunction with you.” 
 
    Johnny looked at Janet. It seemed all they could do was look at each other, hope for some relief for the unrelenting insanity of their existence. 
 
    “Your next stop, on the Johnny Parade, is a sweet, little old lady. She would like your penis pierced.” 
 
    Johnny was aghast at the idea. The expression on his face showed it. He had never considered a piercing, or a tattoo, or anything that destroyed the natural, sleek construction of his body. 
 
    Mattiss waved a hand. “Oh, puh-leez, it’s just a little hole. And I am quite accomplished, so you will feel no pain.” Then he mused. “Hmm, what if I did do it without anesthetic? That would be most…” he frowned. “But, no. I don’t think anybody could hold still for that degree of my pleasure. 
 
    He gave his attention to Johnny again. “So I will pierce you this morning.” He turned to Janet. “While Johnny and I are busy, I would like you to go to the roof. Secure yourself on my little horsie, and await for me to remember you. Don’t forget to throw the controls out of reach once you have begun…and don’t forget to turn on the loudspeakers, I like a little music when I work.” 
 
    They sat there for a moment. Johnny and Janet frozen. Mattiss with one eyebrow raised in wait. 
 
    “Well, chop chop,” he clapped his hands, then stood up. “Come, Johnny. And, Janet, don’t waste your time walking slowly.” 
 
    Then he led the way back into the house. 
 
      
 
    Johnny and Janet again trailed behind. Johnny walking slowly because of the weight on his penis, Janet wanting to stay with him, to be close to him for as long as she could. 
 
    Mattiss entered the short run to the kitchen and turned into the doorway on the left. By the time Johnny and Janet reached the doorway he was down the circular stairs and out of sight. 
 
    Janet kissed Johnny then. No hug, just a stretch of her toes, and her sweet lips pressed on his, heaven encapsulated in a moment. What they couldn’ t have, each other, so close…and so far. 
 
    Johnny broke the kiss, hugged her, and started down the circular stairs. 
 
    Janet walked through the house. In spite of Mattiss’s command to not dawdle, she didn’t move fast. Her mind was filled with images and frustrations. Oddly, her chest, filled with milk, felt warm and good. 
 
    Yes, there was dread in her mind, but it was being pushed back. By the time she reached the stairs she realized that she was wet. As she mounted the steps she could feel the motion of her pussy as one leg lifted, then the other, and it felt like her innards, the inner walls of her vaginal canal, were rubbing against each other. 
 
    She was getting hot. 
 
    She felt herself with her fingers. She was wet. She looked down at her breasts, now swollen and swaying, and she touched a tip. It caused a shiver in her pussy, and she licked the milk. 
 
    But she hated being here! 
 
    But why was she getting hot? 
 
    Was she actually looking forward to another ride into the oblivion of uncontrollable sex? 
 
    No! It was not possible. 
 
    But she was shivering with anticipation when she reached the roof. 
 
      
 
    Mattis was standing at a work bench near the chair at the end of the large room. He was looking in little boxes, pulling out tools. 
 
    “Come sit, Johnny Come Lately. Relax.” 
 
    Johnny moved across the floor, he was already learning how to control his gait, to not shift his weight in certain ways, to not let his dick sway, and the weight hanging from his manhood bang into his knees. 
 
    He reached the chair and considered it. 
 
    Like the kind of chair women sat in for their vagina exam. But straps on the armrests, and straps on the leg platforms. 
 
    He picked up the weight between his legs, arranged himself in the chair, and slowly lowered the weight. He was under direct orders to keep weight on his cock at all times. Mattiss had told him that he would have a very long cock when his program was at an end. Of course, he had been laughing when he said this, so Johnny didn’t know. 
 
    For a long moment Mattiss prepared his tools. He sterilized things and placed them on a tray. All the while he spoke. 
 
    “Johnny Come Lately, normally a piercing will take several months to heal, and one has to be aware of the potential of all sorts of complications. However, there is a way that we can pierce you, and it shouldn’t interfere with your discipline and lessons, and it will heal within a week. There is actually a smaller risk of complications.” 
 
    Johnny said, “Oh,” and studied the articles on the medical tray. A needle, of course. A vial of liquid, cotton balls, a hypodermic with a long needle, other things. His mind felt like a bird racing through empty skies, looking for cover but finding none. 
 
    “We simply cauterize as we go. Oh, not a big burn, just a light electrical surge through the needle, the needle must be in motion, and the body forms a rather instant scab, and within a week you’re healed and ready for action. A week, and that is when I will take you to your next Master. Mistress, in this case. Are you ready?” 
 
    Mattiss spun around and grinned. He was holding pliers in one hand and shears in another. He was joking, but it was a scary type of joke. 
 
    Mattiss fastened the straps, quite tight, watching Johnny all the time. Then he undid the chastity tube and took it off. He put it aside and remarked, “Once you are healed we can get rid of old clunky and put some state of the art on you.” 
 
    He picked up a cotton ball and soaked it in a solution, then he began rubbing it all over Johnny’s cock. Almost instantly, Johnny’s cock began to go numb. He blinked as feeling left, and he wanted to struggle, except he was tied down, and, in addition, he was becoming shell shocked. 
 
    “Hum tee hum,” Mattiss worked quickly, efficiently. 
 
    Expeditiously. 
 
    After a minute of ministrations he put the cotton ball aside. He picked up the hypodermic and the long needle. He inserted the needle in various places on Johnny’s penis. In the head, around the shaft, even down around the balls. 
 
    Johnny realized that there are stages of numb. Or, at least, wider areas and deeper degrees. He no longer felt his balls. His penis was a memory. He watched the older man hold it, manipulate it, pull it, turn it this way and that, repeatedly insert the needle, and yet he felt less and less, until he might as well never have had a cock. 
 
    “Are we numb, yet? Johnny Come Lately?” 
 
    “Yes.” Johnny just stared down. Awe tinged with fear. Wonder haloed with terror. 
 
    “So now the fun begins.” 
 
    Mattiss picked up a long needle, he put an alligator clip on the end of it, the line from the clip led to a small tens unit. He turned a dial on the tens unit, touched the needle with his hand and said, “Ouch!” and shook his hand.’              He held Johnny’s cock with one hand and inserted the needle into the slit on top of the cock head. It went in smoothly and Johnny felt nothing. 
 
    The needle disappeared into his cock, very slowly, millimeter by millimeter, then Mattiss bent Johnny’s cock and Johnny knew the needle was going right through his flesh. 
 
    “This is not the way Prince Albeert’s are normally done. But you being numb I have much more freedom in my selection of paths,” Mattiss explained. 
 
     
 
    The needle came out the bottom of Johnny’s cock., just under the head. Johnny stared in amazement. 
 
    Mattiss withdrew the needle. 
 
    “You cauterized it?” asked Johnny in amazement.  
 
    “All done with all the fun,” agreed Mattiss. He put his tools aside and selected a curved barbell. He unscrewed one ball off the end of the barbell, carefully threaded it through the end of Johnny’s meat, then screwed the barbell back on. 
 
    Johnny stared at the silver jewelry. It looked…sort of cool. He was amazed at this feeling within him. He suddenly knew why women wore earrings. They made them look beautiful, sexy, and proud. 
 
    And he had the same feeling. 
 
    Mattiss put everything aside, folded his arms, and considered Johnny. “There will be VERY light scabbing, so don’t worry if you have some material fall out of the holes. Or even some discharge. You can pee as you wish, though it may feel a bit tender.” He grinned, “And no more of that nasty masturbating for at least a week.” 
 
    Johnny grunted. He actually appreciated the joke. He kept staring at the jewelry in the end of his dick. He was actually pierced! His mind felt sort of expanded over the whole experience. 
 
    “Do you like it, Johnny come Lately?” 
 
    Johnny looked at Mattiss. Mattiss’s eyes were dark, and his mouth was pursed in amusement. 
 
    “Isn’t it weird?” 
 
    Mattiss laughed and stood up. “What’s weird is that you haven’t given yourself over to this type of thing before this. Now one last thing. I would like to leave your chastity tube off for a few days. That means no playing with yourself, you might damage the piercing, and no hard ons.” 
 
    “I can manage the no playing with myself,” Johnny replied wryly, then he grew sober. “But the no hard  ons thing? That’s impossible. 
 
    Mattiss wheeled over to a bench, took a round, plastic medicine bottle out of a small drawer, shook a pill into his hand, and wheeled back. He held the pill out to Johnny. “These can be dangerous, but not just one…once.” 
 
    “What does it do?” 
 
    “It effectively chemically castrates you.” 
 
    Johnny’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Life with no risk is no life at all. And there really isn’t much risk here.” 
 
    “But…a life with no hard ons? No erections? No chance of making love? 
 
    “Go on, Johnny, put it all on the line.” 
 
    For a long moment they sat, facing each other, Johnny contemplating the dangers of losing all function in his dick. Permanent ED, if that was not being redundant. 
 
    Mattis waiting, then, spurring Johnny on, “Open wide,” and a smile. 
 
    Johnny opened, and Mattiss tossed the pill into his mouth. 
 
    And Johnny thought: from a numb dick to no dick. What have I done? 
 
    Yet he still had this weird feeling of pride in his penis, or more precisely, in the piercing he was now sporting. 
 
    “Come now, Johnny Come Lately. Let’s release you. I need to see to the lovely Janet, and then we can play all afternoon. Doesn’t that sound wonderful?” 
 
    And Johnny found himself wondering what was happening to him. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Janet stepped out on the roof. She stared at the Sybian, the devil’s machine. Her pussy throbbed. She felt like she had died yesterday, and she had gone to heaven. To have her cares and worries obliterated in a wash of pure sexuality. Wasn’t that heaven? 
 
    She picked up the remote, remembered to spray lubricant on her pussy. Wisely, she placed the the spray bottle of lubricant where she could reach it. Then she stepped up on the foot platforms and positioned herself over the plastic dildo. 
 
    What was happening to her? How could she give in to such degraded pleasure? 
 
    She settled down, felt the peter worm into her, felt the cold become warm. For a long moment she just sat there, her mind already becoming a daze, then she looked at the remote. Turn it on. Throw it away. Hope that somebody would remember that she was up here having her brains fucked out. 
 
    She remembered to fasten the belt around her waist. She didn’t want to swoon and fall off. 
 
    She clicked a little button and the platforms folded down from under her feet. Her weight settled on the Sybian dick and she gasped. Her tits were dripping. Had they been dripping all along? Or had they just started dripping? From the Sybian? From when she had lowered herself onto the club of pleasure? 
 
    She was already having trouble thinking. She pressed a button and the dildo began to vibrate. Another button and it surged into her and out of her. 
 
    Now she was gulping, feeling the fire in her pussy ignite. She knew she was going to start coming hard. 
 
    Without a thought, as if the Gods had moved her hand and opened it, she tossed the remote away. It clattered across the roof. It went over the edge and fell. 
 
    Now she was fucked. 
 
    “God!” she groaned. “Oh, fuck me stupid!” It was like a prayer. 
 
    What was happening to her? Was this all she wanted? To enter some paradise of the fuck? 
 
    Then she realized…she had forgotten to turn on the speakers. 
 
    Dully, as if from far away, as if her mind was a hundred yards away but still working, she wondered if Mattiss would be mad. 
 
    In an odd way, she wanted him mad. She wanted him furious. She wanted this to be his cock that was rubbing into her, scratching her pussy into shards of pleasure. 
 
    And she thought of Johnny. Oh, Johnny, I’m sorry. I’m untrue, and my mind is untrue, and I can’t control anything. I want the God of Dick to punish me, to elevate me to the heights of heaven. Or hell. 
 
    I need this! 
 
    Above her, a bird coasted by. It was whiteish, a pigeon, and it ignored her. And she entered a place where the whole world ignored her, and there was nothing but the pleasure exploding in her pussy, and the milk drooling from her tits, splashing on her thighs, and she was on fire. 
 
    And she began to orgasm.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SIX 
 
      
 
    Mattiss stepped on to the roof. He glanced at Janet and smiled. 
 
    Janet had given up even holding on. She was sagging in the saddle, grinding her hips onto the pecker sticking out of the thing. Her tits were oozing milk. This type of sex always made milk sacs leak copiously. 
 
    He walked over to the edge and stared at the country. 
 
    Johnny arrived. His pecked hung down, a little stretched, the curved barbell in the end of his dick shining in the sunlight. His dick would shorten up over the next few days.  
 
    Mattiss estimated the pill was good for four days, and then he would have to put Johnny in chastity again. His cock should be quite enough healed by then. 
 
    Johnny came up behind him. 
 
    For a moment Mattiss reveled in the thought that Johnny would push him, that he would fall, screaming…no, he wouldn’t scream, he was too disciplined for that…all the way to the ground. 
 
    “Why don’t you push me, Johnny Come Lately?” 
 
    “I…what?” 
 
    “I want to be a bird, flying free, listening to Beatle’s music. You could help me.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    Mattis turned to face the young man. “Why not?” 
 
    “I don’t hurt animals.” 
 
    Mattis actually opened his mouth slightly. Such a delightful answer. “Why, Johnny boy, is that a joke? Or do you love me so much you hate me?” 
 
    “I don’t know why I said that,” and he appeared confused. 
 
    Mattiss shook his head ruefully. “Just when I think you are going somewhere, you have to think about it.” 
 
    “What about Janet?” 
 
    Mattiss turned to where the young woman, sagged, and yet still attained some sort of rocking motion. “That is amazing. I am always awed when a woman decides to take a trip to heaven.” 
 
    “That’s heaven? She’s trapped. She can’t get off.” 
 
    “But she got herself on. This is all her choice.” 
 
    Mattiss sauntered over to the Sybian. Janet sagged, and her body flopped slightly from side to side, the waist belt holding her in place. Her mouth was open and her eyes were seeing nothing. She was only aware of the golden glow rupturing her insides. Her mind was gone, shattered under the onslaught of pure sex. Her body was covered with milk. 
 
    Interestingly, her breasts were larger than they had been. Milk pumping out should have made them smaller, but deep things were happing to Janet. 
 
    Mattiss placed a hand on Janet’s thigh. “Janet?” 
 
    No response. She rocked on into her personal milk and fuck world. 
 
    He shook her leg. “Janet!” Louder. 
 
    She mumbled something, but it was unintelligible. It was a foreign language. She was speaking in tongues. 
 
    How many lifetimes of fuck had she tapped into? 
 
    “Come, Johnny Come Lately. Help me get her down.” 
 
    Mattiss couldn’t find the remote, so he pulled the plug to turn the Sybian off. 
 
    Somewhere in Janet’s mind, apart from the real world, she felt a sensation stop. Something was no longer spanking the inside of her pussy. Something was no longer giving her heavenly vibrations. Then she felt the world tilt, and she grew aware that she was being dragged out of the saddle. 
 
    “Mmm…gaba dah…owa owa owa…” she muttered her ancient words. Thanking fucks of every country, every life she had ever had. All had accumulated in this moment, and now they were dispersing. 
 
    “Come now, Lovely Janet.” Mattiss and Johnny lifted her down, laid her gently on a nearby lounge chair. Mattiss stood and looked down at the writhing, twitching, lost in sex woman. Johnny knelt by her, holding her hand and worrying. 
 
    Mattiss smiled, loving what was happening to her. 
 
    Johnny: “Will she be all right?” 
 
    “She will be all right, Johnny Come Lately, but it may take some time.” 
 
    “What happened to her?” 
 
    “She took a train ride into sex deeper than she had ever gone before. When she comes back she will be different, and it will take some time for her to find a new balance.” 
 
    “How different?” 
 
    He shrugged. “She will entertain odd thoughts. She will be free and loose, willing to experiment. She will love everybody, and though her focus will be on you, it will take time for that focus to…focus.” 
 
    “This is crazy,” muttered Johnny. 
 
    Without looking at the younger man, “What is insanity.” Then, he looked, and hard, “What is insanity, Johnny Come Lately?” 
 
    “When you do odd things. When you don’t really understand the real world. When you aren’t…I guess you would say…connected. 
 
    “Ah. So right, and yet so wrong.” 
 
    “So what is insanity?” 
 
    Mattiss pursed his lips, his eyes took on a far away glaze. 
 
    “Haj….baha…gah gah…” said Janet. 
 
    Mattis said, “People think that when you do something they don’t understand you are crazy. But what is crazy is that they simply don’t understand. And, you get enough people to agree to this posit and…” he shrugged his shoulders. Then: “But real insanity is when you stop trying to grow. Who cares if people don’t understand you? What is important is finding what limits you, thus growing, expanding, educating yourself as to what is true. I heard the most delightful,  little saying…” he paused, smiled his thin smile at Johnny. “Everything is true, even if it is only in your own mind.” 
 
    Johnny blinked. It was a validation of odd, and crazy, but, according to what Mattiss had just told him…it might be the ultimate sanity. Johnny changed the subject back to Janet. “What can we do for her?” 
 
    Mattiss shook his head sadly. “Johnny…Johnny. Don’t you listen?” 
 
    Johnny stared at him. 
 
    “Let her be. Let her experience what she has chosen. No matter where she goes.” 
 
    “But what if she…what if…?” he trailed off, not sure how to frame his considerations. 
 
    “If you really want to help her? Johnny? Then you must join her experience. You must understand where she is, what she is going through, what she is experiencing.” 
 
    Johnny just shook his head. “I can’t. She’s a woman.” 
 
    “And you’re not?” Mattiss laughed. “Johnny Come Lately, you are nothing…if not a big pussy.” 
 
    Johnny thought Mattiss was just mocking him, but he wasn’t. 
 
    “The asshole is exactly like a pussy. It is a place where nerves get rubbed the wrong way. Hopefully. Is there a right way for sodomy?  
 
    “Anyway, if you understand the asshole, not just become victim to it like you were the other night, then you will experience what a woman experiences. You will feel the delightful sensation of being filled. You will feel your anus being tickled sexually, and you will get hot and horny, and you will contribute to the sensation of being fucked. Eventually, with practice, and maybe a little instruction, you will experience an orgasm.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. It is not the same, but it is similar, and some people hold that the prostate orgasm is better than a vaginal or penile orgasm.” 
 
    “No,” said Johnny. Not objecting, but caught in a moment of wonder. A day before he would have rejected everything Matttiss said out of hand. But now, having been butt fucked, having drank milk from his girl friend’s tits, having his penis holed and decorated…and having listened to Mattiss’s philosophy endlessly, he didn’t reject. He just took the concept and turned it in his mind. 
 
    “Would you like to join Janet in her glory?” 
 
    Johnny turned to the older man. “You mean…get on that thing?” 
 
    “It is a wondrous experience. It will make a man out of you.” 
 
    “Acting like I have a pussy will make me a man?” 
 
    “How can you be a man unless you understand a woe-man? Eh?” 
 
    Johnny stood for a long money, shaking his head. 
 
    Mattiss smiled yet again. “And if I told you to get up there?” 
 
    Johnny’s mouth opened slightly. He didn’t want to, but he knew the rules of the game. “Then I would have to do it,” he gave in. 
 
    “And perhaps you shall. But, right now, I have things to do, and you have to learn how to suffer in silence.” 
 
    Johnny didn’t like the sound of that. 
 
    “Let me secure the Lovely Janet, and we shall attend to you. 
 
    Next to the lounge chair thick rings were set in the roof. Mattiss attached handcuffs from Janet’s wrists to the rings. 
 
    Janet said: “gah gah gah…owie Ida Ida…hunh!” She didn’t protest the securing of her wrists. 
 
    “Why do we have to do this?” 
 
    “Because Janet is in a fragile place. She is learning to shift her reality, and she may wake up and try to get back on the horse. Or maybe just walk off the roof.” 
 
    “Walk off the roof?” 
 
    “She might come to think of herself as a penis, and the outer world as a pussy.” 
 
    Johnny shook his head at that one. 
 
    Mattiss stood up and inspected his work. 
 
    Janet lay on the lounge. Sprawled. Arms off the sides and dangling to the iron rings. Her hair was straggly with sweat. Milk had stopped issuing from her boobs, but she was coated with the sweet liquid. 
 
    “She’s bigger,” said Johnny. 
 
    “Woman who nurse do get bigger.” 
 
    “Will she continue to get bigger? Stay bigger?” 
 
    “She may get a little larger, but probably not much. She will require constant milking, and when we finally let her stop lactating she will shrink, but only a little. Your Lovely Janet is doomed to a life of large bosoms.” He laughed. “Isn’t that excellent for you? Johnny Come Lately? And she might even decide to continue to lactate past her year with us. Mmm. I love good nutrition. And, if she decides, after a year, that she does, indeed, love you…and wants to stay with you? That will make you a lucky man, indeed. Now, come. We need to attend to you.” 
 
    Johnny followed the slender man off the roof and down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    They walked into the kitchen. Renfrew was on his knees kissing Mamie’s pussy. He was so engrossed, making such loud slurping sounds, that he didn’t hear Mattiss. 
 
    Mattiss walked up behind the man, grabbed his hair and threw him aside. Renfrew sprawled on the floor and looked up in anger, but when he saw it was Mattiss he flipped over on his belly and groveled. 
 
    “Renfrew, I have told you not to indulge yourself without permission.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Master,” Mamie looked at the floor. 
 
    “Not your fault, my sweet. You simply enjoyed a willing tongue. It is this dolt who is breaking the rules.” 
 
    “Master! Master!” Renfrew pressed his head into the floor and turned his head back and forth against the tiles. 
 
    “One more time, you oaf, and I will whip you bloody!” 
 
    “Yes, Master! Yes, Master!” 
 
    Watching the scene, Johnny was reminded of  the Lord of the Rings, Gollum begging piteously. 
 
    Mattis ignored the begging man and continued through the kitchen and down the circular stairs, the ones that led to the dungeons. 
 
    “What is wrong with Renfrew?” 
 
    “Wrong? There is nothing wrong with the man. He is just in the middle of life.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Why do I chastise him?” 
 
    Johnny didn’t think threatening to whip a man bloody was simple chastisement, but he just kept his mouth shut listened. 
 
    “Renfrew is learning, and he is in the middle of thinking the world is one big pussy, and the pussy loves him. As such, he has no self control. I must beat him until he listens. When he listens I can reduce my efforts, then he will respond to reason, and not just the whip.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    They reached the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    Mattiss led the way to the chair at the end of the big room. 
 
    “Have a seat and take out your barbell.” 
 
    Johnny sat in the chair, it was exactly like the one in Mattiss’s workshop. He unscrewed the barbell while Mattiss went to a work bench and looked for something. 
 
    Mattiss came to him, sat in a rolling swivel chair between his legs. 
 
    Johnny again experienced the odd sensation of another man handling his penis. His penis was beginning to have sensations now, but it wasn’t growing erect. 
 
    Mattiss pushed a circular bit of jewelry through his penis, then he dripped a bit of liquid from a tube into the end of the ring, and screwed the two ends together. 
 
    “This is permanent glue, young Johnny.” He focused on making sure the ring was tight and unable to be separated. “Now, over here.” 
 
    He led Johnny to a cell half way down the room. 
 
    The cell were pretty much the same. Stone and mortar, a ledge for sleeping at the back of the cell. A drain in one corner. 
 
    Mattiss pointed at a slight indentation in the middle of the floor. “Lay on your belly, and attach yourself with this.” 
 
    Johnny lay down, the floor was cold, but not freezing.  
 
    In the center of the little indentation was a metal ring. It was much like the rings that Janet had been fastened to on the roof. 
 
    Johnny glanced up at Mattiss, who waited, then placed a small padlock through the ring on the floor, and through the ring on the end of his dick. 
 
    Mattiss, of course, smiled. “It is all about discipline, Johnny Come Lately. We can’t have you lift weight with your penis for a while, but there are many other methods of discipline. Consider that you will have to lie on the cold floor, no video games or good books, no TV or friends to entertain you. What will you do?” And Mattiss wanted an answer. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Then let me suggest. Take this moment to learn how to meditate. Have you ever meditated before?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The rules are simple. Listen.” 
 
    “Just…listen? That is all?” 
 
    “It is more difficult than you think Johnny. When you hear a droplet strike the floor somewhere…you are listening. But when you have thoughts, wondering about the Lovely Janet, imagining what it will be like to have fifty million dollars, then you are not meditating. 
 
    “If you listen to what is outside of you, you are meditating. If you listen to the conjurings of your own mind, you are not meditating.” 
 
    “But…isn’t that sort of backwards? I mean, I’ve never meditated, but everything I’ve read says you’re supposed to search for some kind of truth within.” 
 
    “Johnny, Johnny. I am throwing pearls before swine. Listen to me now. First you must pay attention, you must learn to listen to the universe, and then I can give you something to listen to, a koan, perhaps, or a pithy saying with much meaning. But first you have to learn to calm your mind, and what better way is there to calm the mind than to calm the body? Besides, to be honest, you don’t have any thoughts worth listening to, let alone examining in profundity.” 
 
    That was an unpleasant remark to Johnny, for he always thought he was an intelligent fellow with things to say that were worth listening to. 
 
    “Anyway, I’ll be busy for a while. Try not to go insane or anything.” 
 
    Then Mattiss was gone, Johnny heard the soft tread of his feet across the room, and silence began to descend upon him. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Most people, which is to say everybody that is not actively engaged in discipline so harsh as what Mattiss proposed to young Johnny, never listen. 
 
    They speak, spewing opinion like it was worth something, and without a jot of facts to back it up. 
 
    And, when they are not speaking they surround themselves with sound, as if the mere fact of being lambasted by mindless and meaningless noise will somehow prove their existence, validate them in the eyes of God. 
 
    The house is quiet…turn the TV on. 
 
    Driving to work, listen to the news. 
 
    Playtime, raucous rock and roll blasting into the eardrums. 
 
    A party, and the noise is funneled into the eardrum, abuses the cochlea, and aided even by the whisper and gulp of immense amounts of alcohol being poured down the throat. 
 
    Johnny lay there. He could barely move…his cock was nose to nose with the ring, and there was not even a length of chain to allow him the slightest modicum of motion. 
 
    No TV. No rock and roll. Not even the far away wail of a baby, of somebody screaming for help. Or a siren. 
 
    Within minutes Johnny was face to face with the fact that he was addicted to noise, and that not having noise was severely impactful. 
 
    The feel of hard stone under his hip bone. The tug on his poor cock, pierced and cauterized and made into a plaything. 
 
    Of course, it was always a plaything. But now it was a plaything for somebody else, not him. 
 
    He looked around, but thee wasn’t much to see. He could see the mortar and stones. He could see the bars on the front of the cell. The light was dim, so the corners were gloomy patches of…nothing. 
 
    As if the answers to the conundrum of the universe could be found in a corner. 
 
    He sighed. And that was loud. And it didn’t succeed in fondling his neglected ears, but rather emphasized that his sound was not normal. didn’t fit in with the steppings of the universe. 
 
    Making sound all by yourself, for yourself, was the same as being in a roomful of people all saying ‘Shhh!’ 
 
    He turned his face and looked up. Rafters. Thick, old wood. Wood that refused the passage of vibrations. 
 
    And Johnny considered that no noise was, in actuality, a form of torture. The other senses he could do without. Even sight, but to not be able to hear? that was torture. 
 
    Without hearing there was no emotion. There was no connection with another human being. 
 
    And then he realized something: in wondering how the lack of sound disconnected him from the world, he was talking to himself. He was going inward, not outward. He wasn’t listening. 
 
    That was the moment he realized that things were going to get tough. 
 
      
 
    Mattis exited on the roof and crossed to Janet. 
 
    She was coming out of her sexually induced delirium. She wasn’t completely out, but she was awake, and wondering. 
 
    “Good afternoon, my dear.” 
 
    “Uh…hello.” She actually had to think about what he said, figure out a correct response, and then will her voice to work. 
 
    “And how are we doing?” 
 
    “I…don’t know. I’m fine, I guess, but I feel so weird.” 
 
    Excellent. communication was drawing her out. 
 
    “Did that…did I really ride that Sybian?” 
 
    “What do you remember?” 
 
    “I remember getting on it, and then…then things get hazy. Not right away, and I just remember feeling this golden haze surround me. And it was like I was drunk. But I don’t feel hung over.” 
 
    “There are different types of hang overs, my dear.” 
 
    He pulled up a chair and sat down. He looked over the roof, across the far trees, and appreciated the day. 
 
    “Can you let me loose?” 
 
    “Not just yet.” 
 
    So they sat for a couple of minutes. Janet wiggled against the cuffs and rings holding her, made a slight metallic clinking sound. Then: “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I’m going to do something you don’t like.” 
 
    Uh Oh. Janet had a bad feeling. Actually, it was the first feeling she had had since she had come to herself. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Mattiss sat up, then stood up. He went to Janet and pushed the back of the chair so she was sitting up. 
 
    He walked to a locker sitting on the roof and opened it. He reached in and pulled out a contraption of tubes and two bottles. 
 
    He came to her and straightened out the tubes. There were suction cups on the ends of the tubes. He laid out the tubes, returned to the locker and took out a small box with an electrical cord coming from it. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Milking time. Your breasts are full, and we need to empty you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “You won’t like it not because it’s not pleasurable, but because, for the next day or two, you won’t feel like sex.” 
 
    Janet looked at the Sybian. “Yes. I understand.” 
 
    Mattiss attached the tubes to the motor, flicked a switch, and a rhythmic pumping sound started up. He put the suctions cups to Janet’s tits and the suction of the machine sealed the connection. 
 
    Janet’s mouth opened as she stared down at her tits. Her nipples were being pulled into the tubes and milk was being sucked out of them. The milk made its way back along the tubes and on to the roof. 
 
    “You’ve got enough  milk that we don’t need to save any.” Mattiss picked up a tube and sucked it briefly, then swallowed. He held the tube for a moment and regarded Janet, who suddenly wiggled and looked uncomfortable. 
 
    “Not pleasant, is it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You’re temporarily sexed out. Give it a day or two and you’ll be back in the groove, but for right now, even the light sexual feeling of breastfeeding is bothersome.” 
 
    “I’ll say. Janet wiggled some more, shook her tits, but the suction cups weren’t coming loose. 
 
    Truth, if she had had the use of her hands she would have ripped her tits off and thrown them away. She wanted sex that little. 
 
    The tube Mattiss was holding filled up with milk, started overflowing. Mattiss noticed and took a quick gulp. 
 
    He said: “But that is the life of a mother. You get children, and you have to have the discipline to nurture them, even when your tits hurt and  your period starts and you’re feeling extremely out of sorts.” 
 
    “I’m not a mother.” 
 
    “No. But the experience of motherhood, complete with suckling brats working at your boobs, imparts a harsh form of discipline to a woman. Let me tell you, what mothers don’t tell you is that they reach a point where they would like to strangle that little brat, throw him or her out with the garbage. Go back to having a slender, unabused body. They are then forced into the discipline that motherly love demands. The discipline which we will force upon you, that you might grow and mature and become more than you are. Much more.” 
 
    Janet listened, and it was like her tits were a blackboard, and the sucking was like chalk on that blackboard. 
 
    From existing in a world, a Sybian world, of pure sex, she had been demoted to the hell of…motherhood? 
 
    “Oh, please,” she said. “Stop this. I can’t stand it.” 
 
    Mattiss merely smiled a wan smile, and kept taking small sips of her milk. 
 
      
 
    Johnny tried to meditate. He tried to follow Mattiss’s instructions. Every time he thought inwardly, had imaginings of being rich, or what he and Janet would do when they were released, he picked himself up by the back of his imaginary neck and tossed himself into listening. 
 
    Not in…but out. Listen. Nothing to be learned inside, everything was outside. 
 
    But, time after time, he was shifted, reduced, thrown out of pure listening. 
 
    In fact, it seemed quite impossible. 
 
    He heard a sound. Not a clink, or a thud, but a soft sound, as of flesh whispering over stone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    And it seemed that somebody was listening to him. That odd feeling of somebody being there, but not wanting to be heard. 
 
    “Who’s there?” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Johnny went back to meditating. 
 
    “Heh heh!” 
 
    Johnny’s head snapped around. 
 
    Renfrew was standing outside the cell, looking through the bars. His eyes were sparkling with light, and his grin was manic. A slice of teeth around a drooling tongue. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny come Lately.” 
 
    Johnny said nothing. 
 
    Renfrew moved sideways, to the door, and sidled into the cell. “Why does Master call you Johnny Come Lately? Is ‘Come Lately’ your last name?” 
 
    “You better leave,” request Johnny. His voice sounded weak, and he realized that he was frightened. Mattiss had said that nothing was wrong with Renfrew, and then, in the next breath, had explained how he had to beat him to get any compliance, any reason, out of the man. 
 
    “I love you, Johnny.” 
 
    “No you don’t.” 
 
    “I love everybody.” 
 
    “I don't love you.” 
 
    “Yes you do.” 
 
    Renfrew squatted next to Johnny. He placed his hands on Johnny’s back and began rubbing, massaging, feeling Johnny’s flesh. 
 
    Johnny twitched, but couldn’t move. “Leave me alone.” 
 
    “Johnny Come Lately loves Renfrew.” 
 
    “Renfrew! Mattiss isn’t going to like this!” 
 
    “Mattiss like Renfrew. Mattiss loves Renfrew. Mattiss loves to beat Renfrew.” 
 
    “Renfrew!” Johnny yelled at the man. 
 
    “What, Johnny come Lately?” Renfrew was petting the backs of Johnny’s legs. Johnny tried to move, but the most he could do was a weak kicking. Even that caused pain to his secured cock. 
 
    “Mattiss will beat you! He will whip you within an inch of your life! Mattiss doesn’t want you to do this!” 
 
    “Mattiss love Renfrew. A whip is a penis. I love your balls. Can I lick your balls?” 
 
    Then Johnny felt the sensation of Renfrew pressing his legs between his legs, searching for his balls with his tongue, and finding them. 
 
    “Stop it!” Johnny was near screaming now. Then: “Help! Help!” 
 
    Renfrew giggled, then drew back and put his finger into Johnny’s asshole. 
 
    Johnny shuddered with disgust. He didn’t know how clean the man was, but his thoughts were unclean, and so must be his body. 
 
    “HELP!” 
 
    Renfrew giggled, then he started reaming Johnny’s hole with his fingers. The terrible thing was that, even as Johnny was assaulted there was a tinge of pleasure. 
 
    Renfrew screwed Johnny with his digits, licked him with his tongue, and kept giggling and saying a mantra of how Mattiss loved him, how the real penis was a whip, and how Renfrew loved Johnny. 
 
    “RENFREW!” Mattiss’s voice filled the dungeon. 
 
    Renfrew jerked his fingers out of Johnny so fast it hurt. He leaped over Johnny and cowered in a corner of the cell. 
 
    Mattiss strode into the cell, stepped over Johnny, and grabbed Renfrew by the hair. He began dragging Renfrew from the cell. 
 
    “NO!” screeched Renfrew, holding his hair, trying to relieve the pain of his scalp being torn from his head. 
 
    Mattiss dragged Renfrew past Johnny. Renfrew’s feet struck out and hit Johnny. 
 
    “No Master! Please! Renfrew love Mattiss!” 
 
    “Love is no good if you can’t follow the instructions,” snarled Mattiss. They were outside the cell now, and Mattiss lifted the other man up and literally threw him against the bars of Johnny’s cell. “Now hold on!” 
 
    Sobbing, hysterical, Renfrew grabbed the bars with both hands. He stood there, naked, his penis erect, while Mattiss walked away, then returned mere seconds only. He uncoiled a whip. He drew back his hand, he slashed his arm forward. 
 
    The whip flew through the air, whistling with power, and the end of the whip scored Renfrew’s skin. 
 
    “NOOOOO!” 
 
    WSSS! CRACK! 
 
    “AIIEEEE!” 
 
    “I told you!”  
 
    WSSS! CRACK! 
 
    “Renfrew love Mattiss!” Renfrew sobbed. 
 
    WSSSS! CRACK! 
 
    Johnny watched in horror as Mattiss beat the demented man. Again and again the whip sailed through the air, split the skin of Renfrew. 
 
    Renfrew sobbed and sobbed, yet he did not let go of the bars. 
 
    “You will learn!” 
 
    “I WILL LEARN!” 
 
    And, a long time later, Johnny watched blood trickle along the floor towards the drain. 
 
    And Mattiss threw the whip aside. 
 
    Renfrew was huddling against the bars. Crying. 
 
    Mattiss took one arm and lifted him. Renfrew stood up, his back bent over, and Johnny saw the red lines on his flesh. Cut and tattered. Blood and tears. 
 
    And Mattiss turned the man and took him tenderly in his arms, and he whispered. “You must listen. If you don’t listen I can’t help you. Without listening there is no life. You must listen. 
 
    Renfrew kept sobbing, and holding on to Mattiss. 
 
    And Johnny watched the two men, and he realized: I must learn to listen. 
 
     
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Things are changing around here.” 
 
    I was standing on the patio. Steve was laying on the lounge, six empty beer cans on the table next to him. He was supposed to be cleaning the pool, but the pool was filthy, and he was laying there, drunk, his penis out of his pants, sperm all over him. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” he looked around at me blearily. His eyes were bloodshot and he was simply dazed. 
 
    I stomped across the patio. Well, I walked, thinking stomp, but my high heels were clicking. 
 
    He focused on me. “Baby!” He grinned a stupid grin. 
 
    I kicked his lounge chair and he grunted, “Hey!” 
 
    “Get up and get to work!” 
 
    “Fuck you say!” he mumbled. He started sorting through the cans, looking for a full one. He finally found one and upended it. It only had a couple of warm glugs in it. Disgusting. 
 
    “What have you been doing all day?” 
 
    “I came out here to take a swim.” He looked around owlishly. “I guess I forgot.” 
 
    He was blithering. He didn’t really even know what he was talking about. 
 
    I sat down on the lounge chair next to him. I was wearing a pencil skirt, a thin blouse, and my black bra underneath. I had full make up on, and I had just spent a day working my finger to the bone. And I come home to this. The house was a mess, he was drunk, and…and… 
 
    “Aw, whasha matter?” He slurred. 
 
    “You, you asshole!” I blurted. 
 
    He didn’t like it when I called him an asshole. He was usually pretty complacent about things, but calling him an asshole always provoked a negative and quick response. 
 
    “Well, fuck you,” he blurted back at me. 
 
    “What have you done all day?” 
 
    “I worked.” 
 
    “Doesn’t look like it.” 
 
    “I got tired. Needed shum relax…make myself think.” 
 
    “When were you going to…” 
 
    I stopped. He was eyeing my tits. 
 
    I stood up and clicked away. 
 
    He stood up and followed me. He wasn’t even aware that his pecker was hanging out the front. 
 
    He grabbed my shoulder and turned me around. “Baby…” 
 
    I slapped him in the face. 
 
    And he slapped me…with a fist. 
 
    I fell back against the doorframe and stared at him. My eyes were big. Well, one was. The other one I had covered with a hand. 
 
    He mumbled sheepishly. “Shorry, baby. But you can’t…I don’t like it when…” 
 
    I turned around and ran into the house. He didn’t follow me this time, and I headed for the bedroom. I continued through the bedroom into the bathroom. It was just further away from him. I sat on the toilet and sobbed. 
 
    There is something so shocking about being struck. Women yell, we cry, but we don’t…well, I had to be honest, I had slapped him. 
 
    But it seemed so unfair! I was out selling houses, working long hours, and he was sitting around, getting drunk and playing with himself. 
 
    And that hurt, too. Why was he playing with himself when he had me? 
 
    I wanted a little loving! I was good looking, I was horny, and he spent his time on the internet and jacked off. 
 
    What was wrong with me? 
 
    And, another moment of honesty, there wasn’t anything wrong with me. I wasn’t unduly demanding, only asking that he did what he agreed to do when he stopped working and tried to be a writer. 
 
    A little pick up after himself. That was all. I wasn’t a screaming harridan demanding that he clean the house with a tooth brush! 
 
    But what did he do. Drank and masturbated and…and hit me. 
 
    I had been crying for a half hour, and I started to calm down. I touched my face. He hadn’t hit me hard, more of a drunken pawing, but I couldn’t go to work with a bruise. I stood up and turned to the mirror. 
 
    Fuck! I had a shiner. And it was a beaut. A big, black circle around my left eye. No way to hide this with make up. 
 
    I tried. I cleaned off the area, put on primer and foundation, and I could see that it wasn’t working. 
 
    If I went in like this everybody would see it. And it looked exactly like what it was: a punch in the eye. 
 
    I sat and sniffled some more. Then I stood up and went out to get my cell phone. I looked out the patio window and saw Steve sitting there, starting on another six pack. Fuck! 
 
    I got my cell phone and returned to the bedroom. I dialed my work number. 
 
    “Gina?” 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend, how they hanging? You need a boob job yet?” 
 
    That’s Gina, always joking. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I’ve come down with something. I won’t be in tomorrow.” 
 
    Silence. Then: “Anna, what’s wrong.” 
 
    “Nothing is wrong. I just feel a little punk.” 
 
    “No. There’s something wrong. It’s in your voice.” 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry, I don’t feel well enough…so I need a day off. Maybe two.” 
 
    “Okay.” But I could tell it wasn’t okay. 
 
    Oh, it was okay that I take a day off. I rarely did that, and I make a lot of money for the company.  
 
    But I could tell she was thinking thoughts that I was asking for un-okay reasons. 
 
    “I’ll reschedule your appointments, take as much time as you need. I’ll call you later.” 
 
    I hung up, sniffled some more, then decided I needed to do something. I had to take my mind off of everything. 
 
    I changed into shorts and a tee and went out to the kitchen. 
 
    The kitchen was a mess, and when I looked out the window at the patio I could see Steve, popping another top, tilting a can, guzzling more beer. 
 
    I began doing dishes. Mostly his dishes. Mine were stacked neatly, soaking, and his were just thrown into the sink, encrusted with egg and syrup. Coffee stains. Bits of crust. Slob. 
 
    I washed and scrubbed and managed to get his dishes clean, then I put everything in the washer and started a cycle. 
 
    Good. Work is good. I already felt better. 
 
    What’s next? Laundry. 
 
    I went to the bedroom and grabbed the hamper…and realized I would have to make two trips. Steve was supposed to help out a little here, but his help consisted of putting more and more clothes in the hamper and letting everything pile up. 
 
    I took the two loads out to the garage and started one. I was bending over the machine, pressing the start button, when I heard Gina. 
 
    “Anna?” 
 
    I didn’t turn. Suddenly I was crushed. I put a hand over my face to cover my bruised cheek. I stayed bent over. 
 
    I don’t know why I hadn’t heard her car, but she had driven right up, seen the open garage door and entered. 
 
    “Anna? Are you all right?” 
 
    She touched me and I straightened up and turned away from her. 
 
    Gently, she touched my shoulder and turned me around. She took my hand away from my cheek. She didn’t gasp, but I could feel surprise emanating from her. 
 
    “Steve?” 
 
    Tears over flowed and I nodded. 
 
    “Man, that’s a beaut.” 
 
    I nodded, then I was in her arms. She held me, patted my back, and told me everything would be all right. 
 
      
 
    We sat in the kitchen and drank coffee. Oddly, she was calm, very calm. 
 
    “So you complained, he touched, you slapped, and…” she eyed my eyeball. 
 
    “I know…I shouldn’t have slapped him, but…but he has been so lazy and slobby. He was supposed to be working on the great American novel. I would support him and he would write…and he could do it! He’s been published, and he’s won a couple of short story prizes. He’s been to conventions and talked to editors…people want him to write.” 
 
    Gina glanced out the window. Steve was laying unconscious on the lounger. Twelve empty beer cans about him. 
 
    “Doesn’t look like he gets much writing done.” 
 
    “No. Once he stopped working he wrote for a while, then he started watching the…the internet.” 
 
    “Porn?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And he doesn’t seem interested in sex. All he wants to do is drink beer and lay around. No work, not even any play. Just a drunken bum.” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “Gina, I don’t know what to do.” I placed a hand on her forearm and pleaded. 
 
    She said, in the most simple manner, “I do.” 
 
    I blinked. Her calmness, her certainty. It gave me hope. 
 
    “Come with me.” She stood up and straightened her skirt. 
 
    “What? But I have the laundry in and—“ 
 
    “Laundry is more important than your marriage?” 
 
    “No, but…” 
 
    She took my hand and pulled me up and led me through the door into the garage, then out to her car. Shortly we were zipping through town, the top down and our hair blowing, the Beach Boys crooning about  ‘God Only Knows.’ 
 
    Just riding with Gina was a kick. A relaxing kick. It was like she was on top of the world, in charge, and anybody who hung around her started feeling that way. 
 
    “You know, Jack wasn’t always the nice, well behaved hubby that he is now.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Her husband was a dream. He opened doors, made compliments, and always smiled. 
 
    “In fact, Jack had a drinking problem.” 
 
    “Like Steve.” 
 
    “Worse. And he was into the porn stuff, and it finally came to a head. One day he beat me. Not just punched me a good one out of blind self defense, or drunken revery, or whatever. But beat me.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “I decided, on that day, that he would never hit me again. But he did. And I endured, and suffered, and put up with it, and always…always…” 
 
    She glanced at me. “He would punch me in the night, usually in the body so nobody would see the bruises. During the day he would drink and watch porn. It seemed like the more he watched the less he could get it up and the more he wanted it…and blamed me for his inadequacies.” 
 
    “But he’s so nice! How did you…what changed him?” 
 
    “I changed him. I trained him. And it started with a simple, little booklet. A story, actually.” 
 
    I was intrigued, to say the least, but our conversation was truncated as we had arrived at her home. 
 
    We entered the house and she led me back to her office. She put me in her swivel chair, reached up to a book shelf, and handed me a book. It was glossy, with a beautiful brunette on the cover. The brunette was giving a level, knowing look. The author was Grace Mansfield, and the title was: 
 
      
 
    Self Respect Through Feminization 
 
    The Big Book of Feminization 
 
    Volume Four 
 
      
 
    “Page 132. Take your time,” and she left the room. 
 
    I looked at the cover for a long minute, tossing things around in my mind. 
 
    Feminization? Make Steve into a girly man? Hunh! 
 
    Did I really want to do this? 
 
    But Gina said she had done it, and this book was the key. I opened to page 132 and the title leaped out at me. ‘How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave.’ WTF? I looked at the first sentence and was shortly engrossed. 
 
    In fact, my world started to come undone from almost the first page. 
 
    It was the story of a woman and her man. The woman was in the medical profession, and the man was a writer. A writer, like Steve wanted to be. 
 
    The man wanted to explore his feminine side. 
 
    I grunted a small grunt. As if Steve would want to explore his…then I stopped. Would he? Femininity was a mystery to all men. Why wouldn’t he? And…did Gina’s hubbie want to explore it before she…she… 
 
    I leaped back into the book again. 
 
    A half hour later I was done. It was a quick read. Just a short story, but it was concise, and it wasn’t just a how to, it was an example. And it looked VERY easy to follow. 
 
    If I wanted to encourage Steve to be a woman. 
 
    But, why wouldn’t I? 
 
    He was failing as writer, and as a man. 
 
    Men don’t hit women. 
 
    If I made him into a woman he would understand this. 
 
    And, I have to tell you, there was a wee bit of heat in my thoughts, and even in my groin, thinking all this. 
 
    “What do you think?” Gina plopped into the chair next to me and I swiveled to her. 
 
    “I’m intrigued.” 
 
    “I thought you would be.” 
 
    “So how do I do it? How do I start?” 
 
    She began to talk then, and we talked for several hours. 
 
    Jack came home, gave her some flowers and kissed her cheek, and went to make dinner. And that was the moment that everything became real. If she could train her husband…then, dammit, so could I! 
 
      
 
    I arrived home just as Steve. began to stir. I walked through the kitchen and saw him sitting on the lounger. Holding his head and looking stupid. 
 
    Okay, maybe that ‘stupid’ remark is a bit harsh. But I was pissed, and I had a plan, and…and I had to get over all that. The key to the plan was not to ream him a new one, not to throw all his bad behavior in his face, not to treat him like shit. 
 
    The key to the plan is to make him like you, make him agree to do the things you want him to do because he wants to. 
 
    Okay. Let the games begin. 
 
      
 
    I finished the laundry and heard him enter the house. Then I heard the shower start up. Good. Fresh body, fresh clothes, but…the clothes. Hah! 
 
    He finished his shower, stepped out and dried off. He dropped his towel on the floor, making yet another mess that I would clean up, or not, but wouldn’t bitch about. No more bitching for me. 
 
    He went to his dresser, I was timing this in my mind, and took out his underpants and— 
 
    “Anna?” 
 
    I grinned. I was sitting in the living room, turning the glossy pages of a fashion magazine. 
 
    “Anna?” 
 
    He walked down the hallway and appeared in the arch. He was naked and holding his new panties. 
 
    Panties. 
 
    Baby blue with a little fringe. High on the thigh and a thick stretch band. The cutest thing was the little white bow in the front, right under the label. 
 
    “How come you don’t answer me?” 
 
    How come, you savage? I smiled, “Sorry, dear. I was really engrossed in this magazine. They have the cutest outfits and—“ 
 
    “Never mind about that,” he rode roughly over me. “What’s with these?” 
 
    “Those? What about…oh! You mean those.” 
 
    “Those!” He mimicked me. “Yes. Panties. Where is my underwear.” 
 
    “Your underwear was getting a bit worn, but they didn’t have mens so I got you those.” 
 
    “I can’t wear these! I can’t—‘ he stopped talking and looked at me. “You’ve got a black eye.” 
 
    The idiot. He didn’t even remember punching me. 
 
    “I walked into a door,” I said glibly. 
 
    He frowned, almost like he was trying to remember something. 
 
    “Anyway, they were on special, I thought you wouldn’t mind, after all, who’s to know, right? So maybe you could try those out, and I can get you some manly men underwear next time.” 
 
    “You…I can’t…” he was obviously torn between panties and my black eye. “You really walked into a door? How’d you do that?” 
 
    “Oh, you know, just wasn’t watching what I was doing. Say, that’’s a mighty nice dick you’ve there.” 
 
    He looked down. Of course he looked down, the dope. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    I leaned forward. I pursed my lips, which lips, I might add, I had just painted the most glorious and deepest red. 
 
    Like a zombie he stumbled forward, his penis already starting to swell. 
 
    I took hold of his meat and held it in one hand and rubbed the head with the other. 
 
    “Say, this really is a nice penis. Awfully big, though. I wish I had one like this…” 
 
    “Like…?” 
 
    “Like this. Oh, not on me…in me. Balls slapping my ass, nice and deep, and then squirting. Yes, I would like a good dicking.” I let go of his dick then and looked down at my magazine. Completely ignored the dope. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    I looked up innocently. “What?” 
 
    “Did you, uh…want to…” he motioned towards the bedroom with his head. 
 
    “Oh, no. I’m a little busy right now.” 
 
    Mixed signals, always send them mixed signals. While they are trying to figure things out their minds are delightfully confused…and receptive. 
 
    “But you’re just reading a magazine.” 
 
    “I know, and it’s giving me some great ideas. Tell me, would you like me to look like a shlump or a beauty queen.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Because this magazine will help me look the way you want me to look. I think I’ll grow my hair. Or maybe get a wig. Tell me, would you like to fuck a redhead?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “And I don’t know about boob jobs, I’m plenty big already, but if I wore some sexier bras, maybe a half bra, let my nips out to breath a bit…you know…” 
 
    I was back to looking at the magazine, mumbling. 
 
    He stood there, his dick large and jutting. 
 
    I looked up, “And, please. Could you try on those panties? Just thinking about you  in them is turning me on.” 
 
    He stood there and blinked. 
 
    I giggled. “Go on now, shoo. Let me think about being beautiful for you.” 
 
    A little stiff legged, he turned and walked back towards the bedroom. 
 
    I read the magazine and waited. Gina had told me it would be like this, she had accurately predicted his behavior, and so far she was spot on. 
 
    A minute later he was standing in the arch, wearing his baby blue panties. “Uh, honey?” 
 
    “Yes?” I didn’t look up. 
 
    “I’ve got them on.” 
 
    I looked up, and raised my eyebrows. “Wow! That is sexy! come here.” 
 
    He grinned, a bit stupidly, and came to me. 
 
    His cock was ludicrous in the panties. It really didn’t fit. 
 
    “Wow, your cock is so nice. Is it comfortable?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” He wasn’t about to admit to discomfort, not with my hand rubbing the front of his panties.” 
 
    “That is really something.” I pulled the waist band down and his dick sprang out, nearly slapping me in the nose. I grabbed it and held it firm. 
 
    “Oh,” he groaned. 
 
    “I should probably get you something a little tighter. After all, your cock is so hard, I don’t want it showing.” 
 
    “You don’t?” Slight confusion. 
 
    “No…no. I like it all confined and sexy, trying to get big. I think confining it like this makes you horny. Or maybe it’s just wearing the panties. Women’s clothes are so sexy. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “I’ll have to get you some more women’s underwear. It really turns me on. Does it turn you on?” 
 
    I was holding his cock. Of course women’s underwear sounded sexy. Heck, I could cut off his big toe and he would find it sexy. 
 
    I kissed the head of his cock, then put it in my mouth. I glanced up at him and he was totally gone. Enraptured. You could have slapped him on the back of the head with a ball peen hammer and he would thought he was orgasing. 
 
    I sucked the head, stroked him, then tucked him back in his panties. 
 
    “Hey…but…” 
 
    “Not now, honey. I’m busy. Besides, didn’t you say you were going to cut the lawn this week?” 
 
    He blinked furiously. He had said no such thing, but he wasn’t about to argue with me. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Shoo, now.” 
 
    Shoo? I couldn’t believe I had said that, but it worked, and he shoo-ed. He went away, and shortly I saw him out in the front yard, running the lawn mower back and forth. In shorts. And he was wearing tight, blue panties underneath. 
 
    Oh, I loved it. And it had been so easy. 
 
    Gina had said you can’t appeal to a man’s top head, you have to appeal to his bottom head, then you can do all his thinking for him. 
 
    She was so right. 
 
      
 
    The lawn was done, and he came in, took a shower, leered at me, and… 
 
    “Let’s go to dinner.” 
 
    He blinked. His mouth opened a little. “What?” 
 
    “Come on. Let’s go to dinner, and I’ll play with your dick while you eat your burger.” 
 
    He grinned. Dope. 
 
    So we went to Bones, a nice place with good good, and we sat in a booth. 
 
    He ordered a steak, while I nudged his balls with a nylon clad foot. 
 
    He squeaked a bit, but managed to mashed potatoes, and I inserted my foot up the sleeve of his shorts and felt my nylon toes slide of his satin penis. 
 
    Oh, baby. It was slick. 
 
    I think the waitress knew what was happening, because she eyed him, giggled, then turned to me. 
 
    I ordered, she went away, and it was just Steve and I. My toes and his package.  
 
    “Are you feeling a little over heated?” I asked, mock concern. 
 
    Oh, he was overheated. He was flushed and excited. “Maybe a little.” 
 
    “Good. Because I have some bad news.” 
 
    “Oh,” that was a change up and he frowned. 
 
    “I’ve got a yeast infection.” 
 
    “A…what?” 
 
    “An infection in my pussy.” 
 
    Gina had told me to use crude language, so my pleasure palace was no longer a vagina. It was a pussy, or a hole or a slit or a…cunt. 
 
    He blinked. “But…how long before…” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ll pick up some medicine this afternoon. But last time it was a couple of weeks before it cleared up.” 
 
    “Two weeks,” he was dazed, and from the look on his face it appeared that his favorite puppy had died. 
 
    “That’s okay, dear. It’ll be okay.” I knew what he was thinking, and I said: “Of course  that means no sex…” 
 
    “Oh…” Two puppies had died. 
 
    “But…well, I can play with you.” 
 
    He brightened up. 
 
    “Of course you shouldn’t cum.” 
 
    “But…why not?” desperation. 
 
    “Well, honey, it’s just not fair. If I can’t cum then you shouldn’t cum.” 
 
    “But…why not?” He was thinking of all the times he jacked off, and I got curious. 
 
    “How often do you masturbate?” 
 
    “Oh, not often.” 
 
    Gina had said to assume, and plant your accusations in his face. 
 
    “Oh, come on. This morning I caught you drunk with your dick out and semen all over the place. Now, tell the truth. How often do you take out that big cock and stroke it…and spew your white gold all over the place.” 
 
    “Oh, every once in a while.” Evasive. 
 
    “Come on, stud. Tell me how often you unload those big balls of yours. It’s just us, and if you can’t tell me…” 
 
    And he finally admitted, “Almost every day.” 
 
    Instead of getting mad, like the old Anna wold have, I put an expression of delight on my face. “Oh, my God! What a man!” 
 
    He grinned and I could see him swell with pride. Time for the other shoe to drop. 
 
    “But will you be able to withhold yourself? Until I’m over my infection?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I…” 
 
    I had cleverly phrased it so that now he had to defend himself. He wasn’t even aware of how I had switched it on him. 
 
    “I mean, you’ve got such lusty appetites…can you save yourself for me?” 
 
    “Well, I could,” he finally blurted. 
 
    “Oh, that makes me hot. You saving up all your semen, weeks and weeks, and then, finally, when my pussy is all hot and ready to go…can you imagine what your orgasm will be like?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” His mind was working. He was buying into the ultimate sexual explosion. The mother of all cums. Oh, baby. 
 
    “You know,” I nibbled on a French fry, put it between my red lips, “The thought of you saving up all that good juice just for me…it’s really making me hot.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “God, you are so hot…such a fucking stud. Wearing panties, and maybe a bra, and your cock filled to bursting with semen. Heysoos, if this wasn’t a public place I would tear my clothes off and lay on the table and let you fuck my pussy until the cops came.” 
 
    He laughed, and I could feel his penis throbbing under my stockinged foot. 
 
    Then he frowned. “A bra?” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that,” I chuckled. “We’ll do that later. Right now I want to talk about how big your cock is.” 
 
    Now that I was into it, I was stunned by how easy he was. I could manipulate and redirect him to my heart’s content. 
 
    More important, I actually was getting turned on. Gina had warned me about this, how I would get turned on and want to have a big fuck, but that I should control myself and draw it out. 
 
    Steve had been a dope, a rude fool, and he needed a lesson. If I let his worm squirt there would be no lesson. By making him desperate he would get his lesson. 
 
    If I let his shoot his sperm he would just go back to being rude, crude and socially unacceptable. 
 
    If I made him wait, he would have motivation to…improve. 
 
    Heck, I could already see that. 
 
    But I was going to have to do something about my own burgeoning desires. I really wanted to have a dick in me. 
 
     
 
    We finished dinner and went home, and he wanted me in the worst way, but I just kept shaking my head and reminding him of my infection. 
 
    Honestly, if I hadn’t been adamant he would have fucked me. No matter my supposed condition. Men really don’t have self control. 
 
    I finally left the house, supposedly for medicine, but really to just get away. From him…and from my own desires. 
 
    I walked into Gina’s house. 
 
    “How’s it, girlfriend?” 
 
    She was eating ice cream out of a container and watching the news. Jack was in the garage working on something. 
 
    I sat down on a couch opposite her, scrunched forward and squeezed my pussy. “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    She laughed. “I told you.” 
 
    “But what am I going to do? I’m wetter than a mop in a hurricane! I need relief.” 
 
    “Then get relief.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Come here.” She led me to a guest bedroom. She went into a closet and brought out a box. The box was a foot cube. She opened it and brought out…my eyes widened…she put it on the guest bed. 
 
    A dildo. Black. I always wondered what a black man would be like. This would be big enough to let me know. 
 
    And another dildo. A weird shaped one. “Look, it’s a dog. Bark! Bark!” She laughed and placed it next to the black one. 
 
    And another one. A bi-i-ig one. Like in long. “Nei-ei-eigh! Gina imitated a horse. 
 
    And another one, with weird ridges. 
 
    And more, with built in vibrators, and other bells and whistles. 
 
    “Ding! Ding!” Gina made like she was pulling a handle down. “All-l-l aboard!” 
 
    I couldn’t help it, giggles began bursting out of me. This was incredible, surreal, unreal. 
 
    Now, I’m going to go talk to Jack, and I won’t be back for a couple of minutes. Do you understand?” She gave me a significant look. 
 
    “Wait…I’m supposed to…you don’t—“ 
 
    “Yes. You understand perfectly. Unless you want to go home and give in to your subbie hubbie.” 
 
    I stared at the toys on the bed. 
 
    “I’m just supposed to lay down and…and…” 
 
    “Sheesh!” she took my hand and drew me to the bed. She pushed the dildos to one side, turned me, and pushed me back. I sat. 
 
    “I saw the look in your eyes when you saw Mandingo, so…” she picked up the big, black dildo. 
 
    “Wait a minute. I can’t. Not with you…” 
 
    “Nonsense.” 
 
    She grabbed my shorts and pulled, and, I have to tell you, I might have wiggled a bit to help her. 
 
    “I really…that’s too big…I need to go…” 
 
    But she was quick and ‘professional.’ She lubed up the black dick, sat next to me and slid it between my legs. 
 
    “Oh!” I gasped, feeling the huge head of the thing press into my most sacred spot. then it was in me, sliding up towards my heart, taking my breath away and reducing me to a puddle of heated nerve endings. 
 
    SLAM! 
 
    My eyes widened. Jack had just come in! 
 
    Gina grinned. 
 
    I whispered, I protested. 
 
    “Jack!” 
 
    I would have struggled, I think I might have given a half-hearted ‘strug,’ but it’s hard to move with an over-sized black dick up your hole. 
 
    “Yeah, babe?” 
 
    He entered the room and stopped. And stared. 
 
    I turned eighteen shades of red as he stared at me, then he grinned. “Oh.” 
 
    “Yeah, a little help. Start sucking her boobs.” 
 
    By now she was jacking that damned dildo in and out of me at a feverish pace. I tried to push his hands away, but he felt my boobs right through my shirt, and then slickly inserted his hands under my shirt, and even under bra. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” I groaned, and the groan came right from the heart of me. 
 
    Gina pushed that big cock into me, she rotated it, and I could see the muscles on her arm working. 
 
    Steve now had his lips on my nips, and he was sucking and pulling. I felt like somebody had wired my pussy directly to my cunt, and shivers and quivers ran through me. 
 
    “Go, Steve. She’s gonna pop.” 
 
    Steve went, and suddenly my struggles stopped, my back arched upward, and my pussy started jerking. 
 
    “FU-U-U-UCK!” 
 
    I came so hard that Gina later said she was afraid I was going to break the dildo. 
 
    But I didn’t, and I crested, held for thirty seconds, the longest cum I had ever had, then began to fall back down the mountain. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. “Heysoos…I don’t…fuck…” 
 
    Gina and Jack backed off and gave me room. They watched me and I came back to awareness of the world. I heard her say, “You’re going to have to wear your chastity tube for a while. She’s going to be really horny, and she’s going to need this room. A lot.” 
 
    “Sure,” he agreed amenably. 
 
    “And she’ll be showing up whenever she has the urge, and you know what that’s like.” 
 
    “Indeed, at all hours of the day.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    Gina helped me to a sitting position. I could hardly move for the warmth suffusing my body. “Okay, girlfriend. You won’t be horny for a day, maybe two, but then I expect you’ll find an excuse to come visiting. The key is under the mat if we’re not home.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “But…” my objection died on my lips. I mean, what was there to object to, really? 
 
    Jack said, “Is she taking control of Steve?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    He grinned. “Poor sucker. He’ll never know what hit him.” 
 
    Gina turned to him. “”Did sucking her tits make you horny?” 
 
    He stared at her, the blood rushing to his face. “Hornier.” 
 
    “Good. I need a good cum before I go to sleep.” 
 
    “And me?” 
 
    “You need a good not cum before sleep.” 
 
    “Oh, man,” he wheezed, and there was desperation and love and everything in his manner. 
 
    Gina turned to me, “Show yourself out, girlfriend. And let me know how it goes.” 
 
    Then she led Jack out of the room.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I arrived home an hour later. I was late because I stopped at the pharmacy. I had told Steve I needed medicine, so medicine I must have. Of course, the medicine was not exactly for yeast infections. In my bag was my own, newly purchased dildo, a small one, for when I couldn’t get over to Gina’s house, and a couple of bottles of wine. 
 
    Steve was watching TV, and I quickly put everything away as he popped up and came into the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” he gave me a big, juicy kiss. It had been a long time since he had done that! It was pretty obvious that keeping him horny was working. 
 
    He saw my wine. “Did you pick up a six pack for me?” 
 
    I immediately reached for his crotch. 
 
    “I think you’re going on a beer diet,” I said, as I zipped him down and pulled out his hog. 
 
    “Oh,” he didn’t even object. I had successfully sidetracked him. Heck, what man wouldn’t rather have a blow job than a beer, right?” 
 
    I sucked voraciously, stroked, and reached into his pants for his balls. Quickly, much more quickly than I expected, he was ready to cum. 
 
    “No, no,” I pushed his hard dick back into his pants. It was quite a push and I was giggling as he yelped. “Sorry, babe, but you know the rules.” 
 
    “Rules,” he said sorrowfully, adjusting himself in his pants. His dick was like an iron bar in there, and he had to adjust fiercely. “I don’t see why you can’t give me a blow job.” Was that a little bit of a whine in his voice? Gina had told me he would go through a whining stage, but this was awfully fast. But, then, he was awfully horny. 
 
    “We talked about that, honey. You do what I want and I’m going to make you cum so hard your balls explode. I mean, literally, explode. They’ll be big and blue, and then they’ll just go BANG! And you will be laying there, unable to move, so much sperm shooting out of your poor dick that a fireman is jealous.” 
 
    He grinned. His mind was working. And he didn’t even realize I had upped the stakes on him. It had gone from the promise of a cum to him doing what I said. And he didn’t notice, or at least object. Man, this denial stuff was REALLY working. 
 
    “Now, let me ask you…can you control yourself, or should I get you one of those chastity belts?” 
 
    “Chastity…what?” His eyes went wide. 
 
    “Sure, like the knights of old did to their maidens, but this time it’s in reverse. This maiden wants to make sure her knight isn’t putting his big, old lance into,…you know…somewhere…unauthorized squirting.” 
 
    “I don’t think I need one of those,” he said, worriedly. Poor boy, thinking about the loss of his manhood. 
 
    “But you don’t intend to cum anyway, right?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…” 
 
    “Well, we can think about it. In the meantime, it feels like you went back to wearing your bad, old tighty whiteys.” 
 
    Well, they’re more comfortable, and—“ 
 
    I put a red tipped finger over his lips. “But it’s so hot. And you want me horny, don’t you? For your big day?” 
 
    “Well, yeah…” 
 
    “So you’ve been a bad boy, and I’ll go shopping for some more comfortable panties for you. Maybe I can find a matching bra.” 
 
    “I don’t think…”  
 
    He was starting to firm up, too much too soon, so I backed off and dropped to my knees. He immediately stopped talking when I took him in my mouth. 
 
    I spent a good five minutes working him up, letting him down, working him up, and finally letting him go. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he blurted. “Honey! I’ve got to cum.” 
 
    “Nonsense,” I said. “Now, go turn the shower on and let’s get ready for bed. Maybe I can play with you for a while.” 
 
    Instanter, he was off. I heard the shower roar into life, and I giggled. This was too easy. 
 
    A few minutes later I was dried off and ready for bed. I brushed out my hair and watched him, laying on the bed and watching me. He couldn’t take his eyes off me, and I felt this warmth inside. Heck, I had just had the orgasm of a lifetime, and this scene was making me horny all over again. It was then that I realized that power is an aphrodisiac. The more power you have, the more you push those poor men around, the more powerful…and SEXY…you feel. 
 
    I slid under the covers and he was all over me. Kissing, fondling, rubbing. Finally, he was fingering me, then he stopped.  
 
    “What about…should I…?” 
 
    “I don’t think it’ll hurt my yeast infection. Just wash your hands afterwards.” 
 
    He went back to making love to me. He kissed every square inch of my body, he rubbed my chest until my boobs were pink and hot, and he sucked on my nipples, then, wildly kissing me, he focused on my vagina. 
 
    I thought I couldn’t get off again, but he kept working, seemed intense and zealous, and finally, I popped. It wasn’t a big one, but it was good. Heck, all orgasms are good, right? 
 
    We lay there afterwards, breathing heavily, and I could feel his thoughts. His dick was massive, and erect, and poked the covers up so much he was hogging them. 
 
    “Thank you, honey.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “It is so nice of you to help me out while I can’t…you can’t…you know?” 
 
    “I know,” he didn’t actually cry, but there was a hidden sob in his voice. 
 
    I stroked him a few times, then I turned over and slid into a wonderful, satisfied and contented sleep. 
 
      
 
    Tuesday, and I had spent the day shopping. Well, the evening. I worked hard, and I had a good time, and I made money. And I realized something. 
 
    I was fixing myself up extra for Steve, and I was feeling perky and proud of the way he was responding to me, and this was carrying over to work. People in the office were smiling at me more, and customers were going out of their way to open doors for me and ask my opinion. 
 
    They were responding to me being a woman. And I loved it. I mean, I always dressed nice, but now I was dressing, and acting…sexy. I had made a big sale late Tuesday, which is normally not a good day for sales, and the guy had even flirted with me, as if him buying a mansion from me might get me into his bed. 
 
    Hunh! Nice try. 
 
    But…it sort of made me think. 
 
    I had been slaving, when I could have been queening…and what price was I really wiling to pay? 
 
    I could fuck the guy, Steve would never now, he was so besotted now he might not even care, if he could only have the promise of being able to boff me himself. 
 
    So the secret to being a queen was not putting out, but teasing mercilessly. Hmm. 
 
    Anyway, after work I stopped at Gina’s house for a quick session, and walked out an hour later, shaky legged and shuddering with relief. 
 
    Gina and Jack laughed when I came out of the bedroom, and Gina walked me to my car. 
 
    “Man, you were really wailing in there.” 
 
    “Oh,” I was a little embarrassed.  
 
    “Next time, ask Jack to come suck your titties. He’s got his chastity on, and he would love it. A little treat for a good slave, you know?” 
 
    We air kissed, then I waved as I headed for home. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” I called as I entered the house. 
 
    He presented himself, front and center, and gave me a big kiss. It was delicious, but I was all horned out. I patted his dick and handed him a sack. “Time for a fashion show.” 
 
    He looked into the bag and his face fell. “Oh.” 
 
    I took the bag back and lifted out a matching bra and panty set. 
 
    “What’s the matter, is my big man not man enough to be really sexy?” 
 
    “Well, no, but…” 
 
    “Go make us a couple of drinks, and we’ll talk about it.” 
 
    I patted his dick and pushed him towards the kitchen. 
 
    So he was a little reluctant. No big deal. I was getting pretty good at handling him. Besides, he hadn’t had any beer since this thing started, and it was time to give him a reward. 
 
    A couple of minutes later he stepped into the living room with two drinks. 
 
    I put a haughty expression on my face, but still revealing a smile. “You know I like my slaves to be naked.” 
 
    He grinned, a bit sheepishly, and stripped out of his clothes. 
 
    “Excellent, now serve me, and let me inspect my property.” 
 
    He stepped up to me, his big boner jutting out, and handed me my drink. 
 
    “Milady,” and he bowed. All fun and games. Heh. 
 
    “Thank you, my slave.” I reached out and took his prick in my hand. “Nice. And has my property been properly treated today?” 
 
    “Properly…?” 
 
    “I expect my property to be shined up, with a pink ribbon on it.” 
 
    He gawped. “A pink…” 
 
    “Drink your drink, lout.” I said dismissively. 
 
    He sat down on the couch across from me and stared at me. 
 
    I was fully clothed, pencil skirt and blouse, a fifties style bra showing my ‘torpedoes.’ My legs were clad in nylon and perched atop patent leather high heels. The calves curved sexily, and I licked my red lips. 
 
    He looked up. He looked down. He looked up. There is something about being fully clothed while your man is not. Maybe it’s just that power thing again, but, whatever it is, it sure felt good. 
 
    “Now, about your production today. Did you write?” 
 
    He smiled. “I actually did.” Then he frowned. “But it was hard. I kept thinking about you.” 
 
    “Tut tut,” I admonished. “If slave boy ever desires his world shaking cum he will force himself to labor faithfully.” 
 
    “Labor faithfully, yeah.” 
 
    I giggled, and he smiled. 
 
    He was responding beautifully, doing what I wanted and loving it. 
 
    “And you didn’t drink any beer today?” I knew the answer to that one, because I had thrown his beer out. 
 
    “No, ma’am” 
 
    Ma’am. I liked that. 
 
    “Very good. Now, as soon as you are properly accoutered I will allow you to massage my body.” I licked my red lips, “My…whole…body.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he breathed. 
 
    “You do realize what properly accoutered means, right?” 
 
    He gulped. “I have to put that stuff on.” 
 
    I laughed and leaned towards him, “Come here. On your knees.” 
 
    He fell forward and knee walked to me. I took his penis in my hand. “Don’t deny me this, stud. You know how hot it is when you wear sexy underwear.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    I kissed him, stroked him, palpated his testicles. He groaned, and his whole body was shivering. 
 
    “Now, come on. Put on your new clothes and show off.” 
 
    I let go, and he got up and went to the bag. He took out the bra and panty and looked at them, then at me. Then he opened the packages. 
 
    I watched as he stepped into the panties. I had gotten some frilly ones, a little more lace, but a little more pouch. I think they were actually designed for a man. A sissy man. At any rate, he fit wonderfully. 
 
    I touched his package. “Oh, heysoos. That is so beautiful. Then I scrunched my crotch and reached one hand to my pud and squeezed. I bit my knuckle and looked up at him pleadingly, hungrily. 
 
    He grinned, no doubt he thought he was seducing me, getting closer to his goal. He didn’t know that I had just had a wonderful orgasm at Gina’s house. 
 
    “Now, the bra…” 
 
    He looked at it, figured it out, and actually managed to get it on right the first time. 
 
    “Oh, this is good,” I was on my feet, adjusting straps. I had gotten the smallest cups, and there was still a bit of material, but his pectorals were emphasized. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whispered, kissing him, sticking my tongue in his mouth, squeezing his crotch…hard. 
 
    He groaned and his knees buckled a bit. 
 
    We made out for a while, and I was getting horny. I couldn’t believe it. I had just squirted my brains out at Gina’s, and I was ready to go again! I was starting to really like this sex stuff. 
 
    Finally, I let him take my hand and lead me to bed. In the bedroom he started to undress me, but when he reached the panties I stopped him. 
 
    “You know…” I warned. 
 
    “Honey, I’m so darned horny I wouldn’t care if you gave me syphillis.” 
 
    “But I’d care. I wouldn’t do that to you.” 
 
    Then, out of the blue: “But can I get you off?” 
 
    Oh, how I exulted. “Of course,” I thought of my recent orgasm, “But I’m a little tired, I might not be able to…” 
 
    “Let me try.” 
 
    So I did. I lay on the bed and he massaged me, played with my private parts, kissed me until I thought my lips would fall off, and…no go. 
 
    “I‘m sorry, honey. It was just a long day.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. He really wanted to get me off. And it made me think. He was giving up his sex life to improve my sex life. This was astounding, and incredible, and delicious. 
 
    All of which didn’t stop me from sliding into Gina’s ‘phase two.’ 
 
    I put him on his back and sat on him. I felt his dick poking up between my cheeks, and it felt so good. I looked down at him. “Honey…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You are wonderful…” 
 
    “But?” he frowned. 
 
    “Are you well endowed?” 
 
    “What? Of course…I’m larger than most.” 
 
    “But are you really? I mean…” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    And leaving him with that bit of confusion I whirled around, laid on my side, and went to snoring. And I could feel him, while I slowly dropped off, wondering what the fuck had just happened. 
 
    What had just happened was Gina’s genius. She had told me that if you tell a man his dick is small he will get hornier, be anxious to prove himself. 
 
    As if Steve wasn’t horny enough already. Heh. 
 
      
 
    I bought some breast forms on Amazon and they arrived a couple of days later. Again, I spent some time at Gina’s—she was right about me needing to be satisfied every couple of days while I worked Steve over—then returned home. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” I called. Steve hadn’t heard me come in, but he rushed in when I called. I handed him a drink. 
 
    He was wearing a robe, and his panties and bra. I didn’t mind this because he always claimed that writing required a certain degree of relaxation. And Lord knew he wasn’t getting relaxation from sex. Quite the opposite, in fact. 
 
    “What’s this?” he asked, taking the drink and sipping. 
 
    “I’ve got a present for you.” 
 
    He looked happy, and then, when I pulled out the breast forms, he didn’t look unhappy. 
 
    “Oh, wow! You got them?” He took them and felt them. 
 
    I was a bit surprised. I thought I would have to bully him into them. But he was getting used to wearing sexy under clothes, and he took the breast forms and slipped them into the cups. 
 
    “I think I need bigger cups.” 
 
    “No more training bra for you,” I agreed. 
 
    Still, he was sexier than fuck! His tits protruded delightfully. But… “You need a tummy shaper.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need a tummy shaper. All that beer is showing up. So you need a tummy shaper, or even a corset, and you need to start regularly exercising. We need to get you back in shape. 
 
    In my mind I wasn’t thinking of male shape, though. I was thinking of female shape. 
 
    “Oh,” he looked a little crestfallen. He had been so happy about his boobs, and then I rained on his parade. I quickly grabbed his groin and squeezed and smiled at him. 
 
    “But, man, those boobs of yours…they are turning me on!” 
 
    He grinned. Rescued from the dungeon of despair by a quick grope. God, I loved men. 
 
      
 
    So now I had him running around the house, in panties and bra, with a big set of boobs, and within the week I had him in a tummy shaper. He was getting close. I almost had him in a dress, and then it would be a short stroll to make up, but something happened before I got there. 
 
      
 
    I arrived home a little early, walked into the house and…no Steve. 
 
    “Steve?” 
 
    No Steve. What had happened to my little puppy dog? 
 
    I walked through the house and found him in the computer room. Wearing his manly, stinky clothes. His dick out and slack. Empty beer cans in the trash. 
 
    I backed out of the room. 
 
    Shit. He had back slid. Back to his inconsiderate, smelly self. 
 
    Yet, Gina had told me that this might happen, probably would happen, and she had told me what to do. She said a moment of weakness on his part is the land of opportunity for me. 
 
    I was in the kitchen, fixing dinner, when Steve came out. 
 
    “Hi, babe.” He was wearing just his robe and tighty whiteys. 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    I could feel him frown. 
 
    “I said hi.” 
 
    I ignored him. Washed the peas. Mashed the potatoes. 
 
    “I guess you can see I’m not wearing the girly stuff.” 
 
    I turned to look at him, and burst into tears and ran out of the room. 
 
    When in doubt, use tears, that is the big gun. No man can resist them. 
 
    I ran down the hallway and slammed the bedroom door. 
 
    “Hey!” He called after me. Then I heard his feet in the hallway, then he tried the doorknob. “Honey?” 
 
    I made sure my crying was loud enough. 
 
    “Babe? Can we talk about this?” 
 
    I cried. 
 
    For the next fifteen minutes he begged and pleaded, but I ignored him. 
 
    Tell the truth, it was easy to cry. After all, I wasn’t just crying for a bad suit of clothes,  I was crying for the end of my power. I was crying for the end of my super sexy feeling. I was back to being a shlump wife. 
 
    Finally, he stopped begging. I heard him walk away. 
 
    I went without dinner, just left everything out in the kitchen, and whiled away the evening. 
 
    Finally, it was time to go to bed. 
 
    Steve tried again. 
 
    “Honey? Let me in. I need my toothbrush.” 
 
    I slid it under the door. 
 
    “Babe? We have to talk!” 
 
    No. We didn’t. I went to sleep, and let him sleep on the couch. 
 
    The next day I woke up early, got dressed extra sexy, and walked out of the house. 
 
    He stared at my uptilted head, my red lips. I was hiding my crying eyes behind sunglasses.  
 
    “Honey, we can’t keep going on like this! It’s not like I did anything terrible.” 
 
    Well, of course he did. I got into my car and went to work. 
 
    And sold lots of properties. I guess there was something appealingly sad about me. 
 
    Gina noticed it, and we talked, and she thoroughly understood. “Come by and have an orgasm tonight. We can have some wine and laugh it up.” 
 
    Good advice, so I did. 
 
    Then I went home, strode past Steve and into the bedroom and closed the door. But couldn’t lock it. He had done something to the lock so I couldn’t lock him out. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and locked that. 
 
    Shortly he tapped on the door. 
 
    “Honey. We’re married. Married couples talk these things out. Now…come out and let’s talk.” 
 
    I said nothing. 
 
    His voice, very low, said, “Look, I’m sorry. I know I drank beer again, I know I broke the rules. But I was having such a hard time with…with the transvestite stuff.” 
 
    That was what I was waiting for. An apology. Gina had told me it was coming, and it had arrived. I unlocked the door. 
 
    Steve stood there in his robe. Tighty whiteys. 
 
    I said, “The queen doesn’t talk to peasants.” 
 
    “I’m not a peasant. Or a slave. I’m a man.” 
 
    “Did you enjoy all those big boners?” 
 
    “Sure. Yes. Of course, but—“ 
 
    “Did you enjoy dressing up for me? Making me horny? Getting me off?” 
 
    “Of course I did, but—“ 
 
    “Then why are you revolting?” 
 
    We were silent for a long, long minute. I could feel the arguments roiling in his head. 
 
    “I didn’t feel like a man.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me. You’ve never been harder. I was really looking forward to having my way with you. I was going to give you the best cum in the history of the world, and now you’ve ruined it.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “The best cum! A cum that men everywhere would have envied!” I pushed his chest, forced him back into the bedroom. 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Well, it’s pretty obvious that you don’t like to cum.” 
 
    I walked past him, headed for the kitchen. He followed right along, begging and pleading and blathering, and apologizing. 
 
    We talked long that night, and I talked him down. I made him realize how silly, and serious it was, to deny a wife the chance to express herself. I convinced him that being a woman in the house was a blessing, and that he should embrace it.  
 
    Finally, we were sitting at the kitchen table, and I lowered the boom. 
 
    “Steve, I don’t think our relationship is going to last.” 
 
    Talk about the BIG guns. 
 
    He started crying. 
 
    I said, “Steve, if you want to win me back, if you want to convince me that you’re serious, then you’re going to have to do exactly what I said.” 
 
    He was ashen, tears were flowing down his cheeks, and he finally broke. “Okay. Anything. Just…just…” 
 
    I put a hand over his mouth. It was a sexy move, the first sex he had experienced this night. I explained what I wanted, and his eyes grew wide. 
 
    Yet, as I talked, I noted that his dick grew hard. Really hard. He had just jacked off, but his dick was soaring at the thought of what my words portended. 
 
    When I was done he said nothing, and I actually wondered if he was going to give up, leave me. After all, these were not baby steps I had just proposed. 
 
    Then he nodded. His eyes were scared, he was gasping for breath, but he gave in. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Go get your clothes on and let’s get started.” 
 
    A moment later he was in the shower. He was using my Nair, and ten minutes later he came out, all hairless and fresh. He was still breathing hard, gulping, but there was a resignation growing within. 
 
    He put on his bra and panties and his tummy shaper. He rolled up nylons, exulting at the feel of nylon on his now bare legs, and stepped into a pair of high heels. I handed him a blue dress and he slipped into that. 
 
    His body, from the neck down, was a woman’s. 
 
    “Sit there,” I commanded. 
 
    He sat down at my make up table. I pulled up a second chair and went to work. 
 
    This is cleanser…this is primer…” I explained what each of the products was and what they did. 
 
    “This is foundation,” I brushed his face gently. Down below his hard on was a monster. Even though he had just cum, he was dripping. 
 
    I reached the eye stage and began brushing shadow on, then applying pencil and mascara. 
 
    Finally, I put on lipstick, and had him stand up. 
 
    He was tall, and gorgeous, and 95% woman. All he lacked was the hair. 
 
    I handed him an old wig of mine. It was long and luscious, and he slipped it over his scalp. I helped him fasten it down. 
 
    “How do I look?” 
 
    “Now you’re making me happy.” 
 
    He smiled. It was small, but it was a start. 
 
    I pierced his ears, he said ‘ouch,’ and I put in some sparkling string earrings. They hung down and swung gently.  
 
    I gave him some rings, and a set of bangles. 
 
    Finally, I spritzed him with perfume. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he blurted as he looked at the mirror. 
 
    100% woman. Body and clothes. Everything. 
 
    “What do you think.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Be honest. Do you like what you see?” 
 
    He nodded. His lips were tight, but he nodded. 
 
    “How’s your dick?” 
 
    “It’s hard.” 
 
    “Okay, we’ve reached the make or break point. I expect you to look this good all the time. I’ll help you, we can get you your own wardrobe, your own make up, but I expect you to stay like this.” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    “You won’t drink beer anymore. But I will allow you a small bourbon every once in a while.” 
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    “And I will order a chastity belt. Your days of being a swinging dick are over. From here on out I own your manhood. It does what I want when I want, and don’t you dare even think about complaining.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” his voice was so low I could hardly hear him. 
 
    “And if you do this I will, some day, allow you to put your dick in me.” 
 
    He gulped convulsively. 
 
    “And now comes the important part.” 
 
    He said nothing, just looked at me with wide, frightened eyes. 
 
    “It’s time for me to make you mine. It’s time to consummate our new relationship.” 
 
    “Do we…do we have to?” 
 
    I grunted, showing my displeasure. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    I led him into the bedroom. I caught a glimpse of us in the hallway mirror. Two beautiful woman, one taller, a little thicker, but obviously a woman. That really made me horny. 
 
    I led him into the bedroom. 
 
    “Onto the bed, all fours.” 
 
    He crawled up on the bed. 
 
    I took off my clothes. This was going to be a reversal of the clothed female naked male. Sort of. 
 
    I scooped out a handful of lube and put it on his ass. I smoothed it into his hole, stuck a finger into his hole and rubbed it around. 
 
    He shivered, but his dick was stiff, throbbing and dripping. 
 
    “Remember,” I said, as I put the tip of my cock to his butthole. “You will never do what you just did. From here on out you are a different person. I am in control and you will do what I say. I don’t want to ever be disappointed again. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    I slid the cock into him. 
 
    I wasn’t rough, and he was lubed, but it was a shock. He arched his back and I had to hold his hips in place, then I was all the way in. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. “Oh…gosh.” 
 
    “No more beer,” I pulled out and thrust in. 
 
    “You will wear your make up every day.” In and out. 
 
    “You will learn to behave yourself as a good girl should.” 
 
    I moved in and out, reaming his butt, swirling so it must feel like I was stirring his innards. 
 
    He began to cry, but not tears of pain. Tears of joy. Gina had told me that men like getting it up the butt, and she was right. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said, softly, soothingly. 
 
    He nodded, gulped, and cried some more. 
 
    Then he began to push back. He started to fuck my dick with his male pussy. 
 
    I got a little rougher, and he began to twist and moan. 
 
    I made sure that I stayed in control. 
 
    After ten minutes I felt him suddenly shiver and relax. I reached down and felt his penis. Semen was dripping out. I had pressed the prostate enough, and it had squeezed the sperm out his shaft. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he said, his voice soft and wondering, “It feels like I’m pissing.” 
 
    “Good. You want to pee.” 
 
    Then he started to come down. I gently took my penis out of him, turned him around and held him. 
 
    On the bed was a mess of cum. 
 
    He held on to me, snuggled against me. “I never…I didn’t think it would be like that.” 
 
    “What did you think? Bangs and booms?” 
 
    I didn’t think anything. I just…it felt good. And I feel warm and wonderful.” 
 
    “Better than an orgasm?” 
 
    He nodded. Then he turned his head and looked up at me. “I want to do it again.” 
 
    “We will,” I reassured him. We will.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I continued feminizing Steve, and he loved it. He is female 90% of the time, and we are discussing hormones and boob jobs. 
 
    Gina was astounded. I had taken Steve further than she had taken Jack, and it gave her a whole new set of ideas. I would say ‘poor Jack,’ but he is getting all excited. 
 
    There is something truly delicious about making your man in to a woman. They change. They become more considerate. They learn what the other half is really all about. 
 
    Most of all, they learn about themselves, and that is a good thing. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
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    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
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    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
    The Stepforth Husband 
 
      
 
    Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties! 
 
    A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men! 
 
      
 
    Femwood Mansion! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    There are MORE full length novels at: 
 
      
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
      
 
    There are also 
 
    Big Erotic Collections! 
 
      
 
    You’ll find massive collections 
 
    of the finest erotica in the world! 
 
    Just like the ones on the following pages.

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    Save money 
 
    SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 
 
    The Electric Groin! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more! 
 
    Quivering Buns 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    Save money with SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 
 
    The Shivering Bone! 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More! 
 
    Stories to Pump your Heart 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more! 
 
    The Whisper of Flesh 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
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    Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press. 
 
    Many of them are five star, 
 
    all of them are hot and steamy! 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
      
 
    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
 
    [image: femgran cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
      
 
    Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people. 
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    Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 
 
      
 
    A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
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    Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means. 
 
    This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side! 
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    The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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    I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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    Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!
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    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Slave Club!’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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